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1 A greasy oils or soap. Nothing to interfere with 


cleaning action or dull your hair with heavy, dirt-catching film. 
Mild, gentle Halo leaves hair softer, brighter... 
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THIS TIME / 


Nothing can come between them now. 


Polly was heartbroken when Bruce stopped 


dating her...it took her weeks to discover 
why he did. That’s the sad thing about halitosis 


(bad breath). You can offend. ..and never know. 


Luckily, Listerine stops bad breath instantly. 


Germs often cause bad breath—no 


tooth paste kills germs like Listerine 


The most common cause of bad breath is germs. 


No tooth paste kills germs the way Listerine does, 


because no tooth paste is antiseptic. Listerine kills 


germs by millions ...stops bad breath four times better 
than any tooth paste. Gargle Listerine full-strength 


morning, night, before every date. 


LISTERINE 
ANTISEPTIC ...stops bad breath 4 times better than tooth paste 


The doctor’s 
deodorant discovery 
that now safely stops 
odor 24 hours a day 


You’re serene. You’re sure of yourself. 
You’re bandbox perfect from the skin 
out. And you stay that way night and 
day with New Mum Cream. 

Because New Mum now contains M-3 
(hexachlorophene) which clings to your 
skin—keeps on stopping perspiration 
odor 24 hours a day. So safe you can use 
it daily—won’t irritate normal skin or 
damage fabrics. 


Underarm comparison tests made by doc- 
tors proved a deodorant without M-3 stopped 
odor only a few hours—while New Mum with 
M-3 stopped odor a full 24 hours! 
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M-G-M PRESENTS IN VISTAVISION AND TECHNICOLOR 
A SOL C. SIEGEL PRODUCTION 


starring 


BING CROSBY: GRACE KELLY: FRANK SINATRA 


in the hilarious low-down on high life 


FiiGH Socrety — 


co-starring 


CELESTE HOLM :JOHN LUND - Louts caLHERN:sIDNEY BLACKMER 
ad LOUIS ARMSTRONG ann HlIs BAND - Music and Lyrics by COLE PORTER 


Screen Play by JOHN PATRICK > Based on a Play by Philip Barry - Music Supervised and Adapted by JOHNNY GREEN and SAUL CHAPLIN 
Color by TECHNICOLOR ~- Directed by CHARLES WALTERS - An M-G-M Picture 
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Gayla HOLD-BOB with Flexi-Grip, the 
world’s best bobby pin, offers you a 
Beauty Bonus of sheer, luxurious, 60 
gauge, 15 denier nylons at savings of 
over one-half. You can get a set of 
three of these leg-flattering nylons by 
sending only $1.00 with the top of a 
Gayla HOLD-BoB bobby pin card or 
Gayla Hair Net envelope. Insist on 
Gayla HOLD-BoB, the bobby pin more 
women prefer over all others, and 
send for these beautifully fitting, long 


wearing nylons today! tae 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 


GAYLORD PRODUCTS, INCORPORATED, DEPT.D-9 
1918 Prairie Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please send, postpaid,__——_sets (a pair and a spare) of 
nylons as checked below. Enclosed is $1.00 (no stamps) 
plus the top of a Gayla HOLD-BOB Bobby Pin Card, or a 
Gayla Hair Net Envelope, for each set. (The top of a 25c 


card entitles you to order 2 sets.) 


Color: © Morning Mist (©) Desert Sand ©) French Rose 
(Grayish Taupe) (Brownish Belge) (Rosy Hue) 
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Short O Medium long © SelfSeam fC) Dark Seam 
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This offer good only in continental United States 


{Please Print) 
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INSIDE 


by 


Want the real truth? Write to INSIDE STORY, Modern Screen, 


STORY } 


&701 W. Third St., Los Angeles 48, Cal. The most interesting 


letters will appear in this column. Sorry, no personal replies. 


@. Once and for all, how many times 
has Artie Shaw been married, and where 
is he now.? ——e ds NOW. 


A. Shaw has been married seven times, 
is currently in Spain building a house. 


@. Is it true that Prince Rainier stands 

to earn a million bucks from picture 

sales of the Kelly-Rainier wedding? 
—F.Y.,.Cuicaco, Irr. 


A. Yes, but Rainier plans to give the 
money to local Monaco charities and 
the Red Cross. 


@. Hasn’t Anna Kashfi, the Indian 
beauty, been seeing an awful lot of 
Spencer Tracy ? 

—C.Y., JACKSONVILLE, Fra. 


A. Kashfi hasn't seen Tracy since they 
finished The Mountain six months ago. 
Mostly she has been seeing Marlon 
Brando. 


Q. The love affair between Joan Collins 
and Arthur Loew, Jr: Is it serious? 
—H.D., Miami, Fra. 


Ac Ves: 


@. Can vou tell me how long actress 
Cleo Moore was married to Huey 
Long’s son?—V.L., NEw Ortzeans, La. 


A. Six weeks. 


@. Is it true that Dorothy Mature, 
former wife of Victor Mature, saw a lot 
of Frank Sinatra in Spain? 

—E.E., N.Y.C. 


A. They both stayed at the Castellana- 
Hilton, van into each other occasionally. 


Q. Is the Italian Count Mario Bandini, 
seriously courting Kim Novak? Isn’t he 
the same Bandini who gave Anita Ek- 
berg a whirl in Rome? 

—L.V., PITTSBURGH, PA. 


A. Bandini, former Ekberg admirer, has 
turned his attention to Novak. 


@. Is Marlon Brando still engaged to 
Josanne Mariani ?—H.F., Boston, Mass. 


A. There has been no announcement to 
the contrary. 


@. Why is it that Spanish newspaper- 
men hate Ava Gardner so violently ? 
—F.D., Bartimore, Mp. 


A. She refuses to be interviewed or pose 
for photos at her home outside Madrid. 


@. Is it true that Jeff Chandler’s scar 
over his left eye was given him by a 
girl ? —C.Y., Brooxtyn, N.Y. 


A. No, it’s the result of an automobile 
accident. 


Q. In Trapeze wasn’t trick photography 
used to make Gina Lollobrigida look 
taller than she really is? 

—A.A., Dover, N.H. 


A. Lollobrigida was photographed so 
that her legs, which are too small for 
her body, appeared longer than they 
really are. 


Q. Is it on the level that Rock Hudson 
has been fighting with his studio? 
—I.D., DENVER, Cot. 


A. Like all actors, Hudson wants better 
stories. 


9. I’ve been told that Jimmy Dean 
never got along with his father. Why 
was that? —V.L., InpIANaporis, INpD. 


A. Dean got along very well with his 
father; lived with him in Santa Monica. 


Q. In High Society doesn’t Bing Crosby 
wear high heels? 
—N.L., SPOKANE, WASH. 


A. In all his pictures Crosby wears lifts 
in his shoes. 


@. Every time I see Debra Paget in a 
movie she has different colored eyes. 
How come? —G.K., San Dreco, CAt. 


A. For various roles she has been given 
various colored contact lenses to wear. 


@. Does Sal Mineo really work as an 
embalmer in a mortuary ?—S.B., N.Y.C. 


A. No, but Sal’s father is a casket man- 
ufacturer. 


@. Is there any chance that Jeanne 
Crain and Paul Brinkman will recon- 
cile ? —W.G., Los ANGELES, CAL. 


A. Not now. 


@. Does Rossano Brazzi’s wife really 
weigh 300 pounds? Has Mario Lanza’s 
voice deteriorated completely? 

—B.C., WHEELING, W. Va. 


A. Lydia Brazzi weighs between 150 
and 200 lbs. Music authorities say Lanza 
is not in good voice. 
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Don’t call them kids—not anymore! Shy Trace Jordan, — 


half-shamed and half-proud, and the mixed-up teen-age 
runaway girl! Thered be talk--thered be terror-- 
but for the first time there’d be love! 


From WARNER BROS. in CIN EMASCOPE anv WARNERCOLOR 
Screen Play by IRVING WALLACE - Based on the Novel by Louis L'AMOUR - Produced by RICHARD WHORF : Directed by STUART HEISLER 


THE GREATEST NOVEL EVER WRITTEN NOW COMES 


ALIVE ON THE MOTION PICTURE SCREEN! 
A work of such emotional intensity and truth 

has never been seen before! And arrayed against 
the awesome panorama of the world in arms... 
three of the greatest /ove stories ever to/d/ 


PARAMOUNT PRESENTS | HH lf 


AUDREY HEPBURN = 
HENRY FONDA | 


“VIsTAVISION 


MOTION PICTURE  HIGH-FIDELITY 


A PONTI-DeLAURENTIIS PRODUCTION 
Co-starring 


VITTORIO GASSMAN 
HERBERT LOM - OSCAR HOMOLKA - ANITA EKBERG | 


HELMUT DANTINE + BARRY JONES - ANNA MARIA FERRERO - MILLY VITALE - JEREMY BRETT and | 


JOHN MILLS il 
Produced! by DINO DelAURENTIS - ected by KG VOR 


Based on the novel ‘War And Peace” by LEO TOLSTOY 


Color by TECHNICOLOR 
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’ Hollywood star, can happen to you at the Pasadena Playhouse. 


by KIRTLEY BASKETTE 


M@ Not so long ago a handsome athlete named Andy Carey 
strolled across the Spanish patio of an impressive building 
in Pasadena, California, labelled, “Community Playhouse.” He 
had nothing much on his mind except taking a casual 

gander at the favorite hometown haunt of his pal, Victor Jory. 
Andy, as you know, is the star third baseman for the 

New York Yankees. 

Inside, he just missed being skewered by an enthusiastic squad 
of fencers, then dodged his way through chattering youngsters 
togged out in everything from jewelled Cleopatra bras 
and Roman togas to skimpy leotards. Eventually Vie Jory steered 
him to a buzzing rehearsal stage on the fifth floor. There 
Andy braced himself as if Ted Williams had crossed up 
the Yankees by slamming one to the hot corner. 

A perky, round faced doll with starry eyes was charging 
the academic atmosphere about her with emotion. At the 
first break he moved in, asked Lucy Marlow for a date and. 
since she happened to be a baseball fan, got it. By 
now he has her on a contract for life—as Mrs. Andrew Carey. 

But as swiftly as this hustling ballplayer operated, 
someone else beat him to the dotted line. Before Andy barely 
got acquainted, Lucy had two other contracts—in Hollywood, 
for A Star Is Born and then My Sister Eileen. Today, 

Lucy Marlow not only has her man but a movie career as well. 
And she can thank the fabulous Pasadena Community 
Playhouse for both. 

Romance has never exactly withered on the vines around 
the Playhouse patio. Dana Andrews met a tall blonde named 
Mary Todd at the Playhouse and married her. They’re still 
married—and happy. Bob Preston found Cathy Feltus, 
the right girl, there too. Joan Taylor and Leonard Freeman. 
now a writer, made it a team in Pasadena. Vic 
Mature tumbled for his first wife, Fran Evans, there 
and Gig Young discovered Sheilah Stapler. Georgia Ellis. 
of the Hopalongs, took the name of Anthony Ellis, now 
a CBS writer-director, because they found time to hold hands 
between classes. Bill Leslie of The Long Gray Line 
met his bride. Marj Wilson, on El Molino Street. 

All this, and the chance to learn acting and become a 


TO INTRODUCE NEW LARGE IVORY 


twin-Cake 


A GIBT 
FOR YOU 


———— 


JUST SEND 4 WRAPPERS 


Today, more than ever, your beauty care 
with pure, mild Ivory Soap is a perfect 
snap! For the first time, Large Ivory snaps 
apart into 2 perfect toilet-size cakes— 

one for your complexion and one for your 
bath. Now it’s easier than ever to make that 
fresh, clear look—That Ivory Look—yours. 


And to celebrate Ivory’s new Twin-Cake, 
here’s a gift for you—a 79¢ Hazel Bishop 
Once-a-Day lipstick for just 4 special Large 
Ivory wrappers. It’s the amazing lipstick _ 
you can put on in the morning and © 

be sure your lips stay radiant ’til night. — 
You'll love its swivel case, too! So mail in — 
your coupon now .. . supplies are limited. — 


FREE Hazel Bishop lipstick ‘worth 79¢ 


...@ shade for every hair color 


MROMWEINEN IA GH SIZE IVORY. 


a SS 


PROCTER & GAMBLE, DEPT. 22A 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Enclosed are 4 special Large Ivory wrappers. 


Please send me FREE Hazel Bishop Lipstick. 
My hair color is: [_] Blonde {_] Brunette 


[(_] Brownette [] Red [_] Grey 
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Offer good only in continental U.S. A., 
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See? It’s like washing your hair 


in naturally soft rainwater 


ab 
Rainwater-soft suds! New White Rain gives you floods of suds, soft 
as softest rainwater. Rainwater-clean rinsing, too .. . all dulling film 
disappears in a twinkling! 


Rainwater-soft results ! You comb out hair that’s sunshine-bright . . . 
soft as a summer cloud. Yet all your sunny curls just naturally spring 
back into place! 
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LOTION SHAMPOO 


LOTION 
SHAMPO5 


Use New White Rain Shampoo tonight... 
Tomorrow your hair will be sunshine bright! 


ALL THE MONEY 
IN THE WORLD 
by Bill Campbell’s mother 


Many times I’ve thought of dispos- 
ing of an old-world globe I keep in the 
bedroom. But I chuckle every time I 
look at it, because it reminds me of one 
of my favorite stories concerning both 
my sons. Bob (who is writing movies 
now) was the studious one. His greatest 
pleasure was to stay home and read—or 
paint or write short stories. Although he 
received a regular allowance, he didn’t 
spend very much of it. Bill, on the other 
hand, was wild about dancing. Let him 
hear of a dance going on within a twenty 
mile radius and he had to go. If he 
ran out of money, he’d know just the right 
thing to say to get an extra dollar out 
of his mother. I’d give him the money 
with the admonition, “But don’t tell Dad.” 
A couple of days later there would be 
another dance and he’d butter up his 
father, who in turn would say, “All right, 
Ill scrape the bottom of the barrel .. . 
but don’t tell your mother.” After ex- 
hausting the resources of both parents, 
Bill would go to work on his brother. 
Bob tried to be a little tougher. “I 
haven’t the dough to lend you,” he’d say 
—hoping that would be the end of that. 
It never was. The trouble was, Bill had 
a pretty good idea where Bob kept his 
cash, and would usually find it and re- 
proach his kid brother with, “What do 
you mean, you haven't got it?” Bob 
would always relent and lend Bill the 
money. So Bob finally figured he’d have 
to resort to drastic measures if he was 
ever going to accumulate enough money 
for a set of oils he wanted. For weeks he 
racked his brain for a suitable “bank.” 
Then he got an idea. When Bill was out 
of the house one afternoon, Bob took 
the globe, and somewhere in the middle 
of the North Atlantic Ocean he cut out 
a square, in trap door style. In the empty 
center of the world he scotch-taped a 
small paper bag. In the bag he put his 
money. Then the cut out section was 
fitted back into place. It would take the 
closest inspection to find the hidden 
treasure. Bill, who never even came close. 
still went to dances. Dad just scraped 
the bottom of the barrel harder! 


FRAY-FOR-ALL 


EB Charlton and Lydia Heston are the 
proud parents of Fraser, their first-born, 
who arrived ten years after their mar- 
riage. And both agree that the child 
has changed their lives considerably. 

It started even before Fray was born. 
When Charlton learned of the impend- 
ing arrival, he rented the adjoining 
apartment, knocked out a wall and 
turned it into a nursery. He designed 
most of the nursery furniture himself. 

Now that Fray is older (nineteen 
months), he visits his dad on sound 
stages, received the role of the infant 
Moses in Cecil B. DeMille’s The Ten 
Commandments, has a credit ‘card at 
Ciro’s, travels with his parents to their 
farm in Michigan or their apartments in 
Hollywood and New York, and made his 
first location trip to Phoenix for Heston’s 
film The Maverick. Fray also keeps pace 
with his dad socially. Heston played 
tennis before, but now the baby goes 
along in the pram for a sun bath. When 
he goes to the links, the golf car be- 
comes a baby carriage. And when Pop 
does his morning exercises, it’s Fray 
who sits on his chest. 

This policy of keeping the family to- 
gether also applies to Lydia. “For the 
next few years, my wife isn’t accepting 
any plays that call for long tours,” 
Charlton explained, “because we want 
our baby to get to know and depend 
on us.” 

That’s another reason why young Fray 
has such an active part in the family 
life. Everywhere his things are in evi- 
dence for young Fray has no restrictions. 
There are his toy box in the living room, 
his private kitchen to the left of the 
entry, and his bedroom with its special 
screen boasting his press clippings and 
his call sheet from The Ten Command- 
ments. 

Of all of Fraser’s possessions the most 
prized is a white cowboy jacket made 
from the skin of a deer shot on his 
father’s Michigan farm. He’s a real 
“smasher” in it, especially when astride 
his pinto rocking horse. 

The one toy obviously missing from his 
play-gear is an electric train. 

You can find that in Charlton’s room. 


by Reba and Bonnie Churchill 


DEBORAH KERR co-starring in M-G-M’s" TEA AND SYMPATHY” in cinemaScope and Metrocolor 


the Deborah Kerr eal! Yours with... 


Woodbury 


powder-and-found 


Puff on this complete make-up in a split min- 
ute and get compliments all day. Woodbury 
Dream Stuff gives your complexion the radi- 
ance of living color . . . the smoothness of 
flawless skin like Deborah Kerr’s! Flatters 
like a powder . . . clings because of its fabu- 
lous built-in foundation ingredient. And 
never, never dries skin. Five dreamy new 
shades that stay color-true. Neat, 
too — no loose powder to spill! 


In enchanting blue-and-gold 
box, sweet for your dressing 
table, only 49c. 


In elegant ivory-and-gold mirrored case— 
to take with you in your purse, $1. (Prices plus tax) 


Now...in just 5 extra seconds with ‘SATIN-SET”’ 


you can set pin-curls that last twice as long! 


Keeping your curls set in summer takes more than an ordinary hair spray. You 
need the Pin-Curl Spray-Set—‘Satin-Set’—and only Revlon has it! This is the 


spray that makes pin-curls last twice as long, even on sticky days. Just 5 extra 


seconds with ‘Satin-Set’ does it! And remember, ‘Satin-Set’ contains Revlon’s 


own Lanolite to keep your hair soft and shining. Be sure you get ‘Satin-Set 


: Just pin and spray for curls that stay. 


No lacquer !\Holdleanementiln ra nlaice this summer . . . and end nightly pin-ups. © 156 REVLON, INC. 
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modern screen’s 8 page gossip extra! 
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ELVIS! 
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GOOD NEWS 


Dana and Greg: he grew accustomed to her face. 


WHEN BING CROSBY SAID TO ME, 
“Kathy Grant and I are thinking very seri- 
ously of marriage,” I knew the long drawn 
out guessing game about this romance was 
over. 

For over a year-and-a-half the world has 
been speculating about the pretty brunette 
beauty and the beloved Groaner, particularly 
since she was converted to Bing’s religion 
and they started dating none but each other. 

I have been particularly close to this love 
story and I can tell you some facts about it 
which I know to be true: 

This time last year, they were NOT close 
to marriage for many reasons. First, Bing who 


is 52 years old, thought there was too much 
difference in their ages, Kathy being 22. 

Secondly, he was very much involved with 
his four sons, Gary—just starting his singing 
career on his own; the twins Phillip and 
Dennis spending all the time they weren't at 
school at the family home in Holmby Hills; 
and Lindsay, the baby and apple of his 
Dad’s eye, living at home with Bing when 
the two of them weren't vacationing in Palm 
Springs or at Hayden Lake. 

Then, gradually, the picture changed. Both 
of the twins received their “Greetings” from 
Uncle Sam and left to serve their training 
period in Germany. Gary began touring with 


a stage act with Louis Armstrong in this coun- 
try and Australia before he, too, was sum- 
moned by the Army. Last, but far from least, 
Lindsay decided to attend college in the East 
and enrolled at Williams College in Williams- 
town, Mass. 

It was as though Cupid himself had taken 
an active hand in clearing the decks for Bing 
and the devoted Kathy who has had eyes 
Cand heart) for no one else ever since she 
met him. 

It's true that she is young in years. But 
she is a very mature young woman. A really 
sincere student, she returned to her native 
Texas to receive her degree at Teacher's Col- 
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Open letter to 


ELVIS PRESLEY: 


B® All right, Elvis—you've got the teenagers wingin’, sing- 
in’, rockin’ and rollin’ in a mass frenzy which hasn't been 
equalled since the early days of Frank Sinatra. 

As also happened in Frankie's case you are the target 
of blasts from critics, commentators, even from the pulpit 
and from professional “viewers with alarm” that you are 
a demoralizing influence on the young. One writer never 
mentions your name without putting the adjective “dis- 
gusting” before it. 

Now, this may come as a surprise to you—but I am 
not typing these words to pan you! I’ve been around show 
business too long to believe that any singing .“fad” can 
really corrupt the fine youth of this or other countries. The 
worshippers of Frank Sinatra fifteen years ago are now 
wholesomely bringing up families of their own, and their 
hysteria over the skinny ‘swooner” hasn't hurt them at all. 

But, Elvis—I’ve got a few thousand words for you boiled 
down to just a few: Cut out the bad taste in your act— 
the hip-swinging, torso-tossing nonsense which has brought 
on all the criticism. In other words, remove that gag 
“Pelvis” tag which has been hooked onto your name. 

I believe that you are very serious about becoming a 
good actor as well as a sensational singer. Producer Hal 
Wallis has big plans for your movie debut with your trusty 
guitar. You can bet on one thing—there won't be any 
bad taste slipping by in your screen performances. So 
why not drop it now? You don't need it, boy. 

I want to congratulate you on the many appearances 
you make for worthwhile charities and for the kind way 
you handle the kids who get a little out of line in their 
over-enthusiasm about you. Away from the spotlight you 
conduct yourself very well. I sincerely believe you are 
in show business to stay. You have talent and looks. Just 
drop the “freak” stuff, Elvis. You don't need it any longer. 


lege in Denton. Her entire outlook is that of 
a woman ten to fifteen years older than 
she is. 

Kathy cares nothing for the gay spots u% 
for frivolous pastimes. On a typical evening, 
Kathy and Bing will have a quiet dinner at 
Chasen’s or La Rue’s and then spend the rest 
of the evening at his house listening to 
records teaching the foreign languages they 
are studying, particularly French and Spanish. 

As to the gossip that Mrs. Catherine Cros- 
by, Bing’s mother, objected to a second mar- 
riage for her widower son—all I can add is 
that Kathy has been acting as Bing’s hostess 
at his social. affairs at home for a long 
time, and Mrs. Crosby is always present! 

You can bank on one thing—this marriage 
has been well thought out. There’s been no 
jumping before leaping—and I predict hap- 
piness ahead for two nice people. 


IF YOU COULD BET on prospective 
marriages like you bet on race horses, the 
bookies would have collected a fortune wa- 
gered by “those in the know” against big-eyed 
brunette beauty Dana Wynter marrying “per- 
ennial” bachelor, Greg Bautzer! 

This isthe handsome and successful lad 
who was supposed to be immune to mattri- 
mony. At various times his name had been 
linked with Dorothy Lamour, Lana Tumer, 
Joan Crawford, Mari Blanchard, Ginger Rog- 
ers, Jane Wyman and a dozen other beauties. 

When Dana, the elegant British beauty 
from South Africa, came along and seemingly 
captured Greg’s heart, you'd hear the whis- 
pers at parties, “Oh, it won't last long. I 
hope she doesn't fall TOO much in love with 
him. They say the girls who do never get 
over him.” 

To say that these gossips were knocked 
cold on June 10th when the attractive barris- 
ter took the lovely Dana as his bride in 
Carmel, California, is putting it mildly! 

Greg has been a friend of mine for a long 
time and I asked him when he knew he was 
really in love with Dana for keeps. 

“When she got off the plane returning to 
Hollywood after visiting her parents in South 
Africa,” he told. e, “I didn’t know how accus- 
tomed I had grown to that beautiful face (Cas 
they sing in My Fair Lady) until we were 
apart. When I saw her get off the plane, 
smiling, running toward me—I knew she was 
the girl I want for the rest of my life.” 

And just to prove it, Greg had a small 
orchestra gathered outside Dana’s bungalow 
at the Bel Air Hotel to serenade her return, 
playing nothing but their favorite number, 
“I've Grown Accustomed To Her Face.” 


THE PARTY OF THE MONTH: There 
have been so many good ones (we've sel- 
dom had a gayer social summer ) it's hard to 
choose. But I had a ball at the James Ma- 
sons’ swank soiree at their home celebrating 
the completion of Bigger Than Life, his first 
movie as a star-producer. 

I have to laugh when I look back on the 
“feud” between James and me before he 
even came to Hollywood. He wrote an 
article for Cosmopolitan Magazine panning 
Hollywood to a fare-thee-well before he ever 
set foot in our town. So I wrote a fiery an- 
swer panning James for panning us—sight 
unseen. Things were pretty hot between us 


Guess which Mason stole the show at the party of the month? 


Anna Kashfi: Brando’s dish? 


Betty Hutton’s return 


Judy’s birthday party 
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for quite awhile, it seemed. 

Now I have come to know him and Pam 
and their famed precocious daughter Port- 
land.as a gay, charming and delightful fam— 
ily for whom I feel a sincere fondness. 

Leave it to little Porty (who always at- 
tends the Masons’ parties) to get things off 
to a flying start. It was also Judy Garland’s 
birthday and James and Pamela had a sur- 
prise birthday cake for her to be brought on 
later in the evening. 

As Judy entered, Porty greeted her with a 
loud, “How old are you?” much to the amuse- 
ment of everyone, including Judy, who is 
young enough not to worry about that answer. 

It seemed to me that Maureen O'Hara 
seemed to be having an extra good time 
with the witty and charming director Freddie 
De Cordova, her date for the evening. 

Jean Simmons, in a pretty maternity out- 
fit, simply glowed—and so did her “‘old man” 
Stewart Granger. Both were so happy over 
receiving their American citizenship papers 
a few days previous, 

There’s little doubt but that Frances Heflin 
(Mrs. Van) was the most “colorful” gal pres- 
ent. She was so sunburned her face matched 
her flaming hair. 

Kirk Douglas, minus his Van Gogh beard 
(for Lust For Life) at long last, was lone- 
some for his wife, Anne, who had not yet 
returned from a visit to her native France. 
“She'll sure be glad I'm rid of that brush,” 
Kirk cracked. 

Both June Haver MacMurray and Ginger 
Rogers were in their favorite white—these 
girls are beginning to look alike to me. 

But the real star at the Masons’ party, who 
completely stole the spotlight was 10-month- 
old Alexander Morgan Mason who is going 
to be as much of a WOW in his way as 
Portland is in hers. He was brought down 
early in the evening to take a bow—and 
maybe you think he didn’t eat it up. 

“He's a ham,“ said vivacious little Port- 
land—"“just like me.” 


THE NEXT NIGHT, SID LUFT gave 
a birthday party for Judy at Chasen’s—an 
intimate affair for just about 30 of her close 
friends. If he’d had them all the figure would 
have run into the thousands. 

Judy, thinner than I have seen her in 
months and looking very gay and happy, 
told me how thrilled she had been earlier 
in the day when her three children had sur- 
prised her with a cake. “They insisted that 
I eat lots of it, and me on a diet,” she 
laughed. 

With such entertainers as Judy, Phil Sil- 
vers, pianist Joey Bushkin and composer 
Sammy Cahn on hand, it didn’t take the eve- 
ning long to get on the musical side. 

I've never seen anything funnier than 
Judy and Phil doing a routine that was sus- 
Ppiciously reminiscent of Jeanette MacDonald 
and Nelson Eddy in their heyday. Judy and 
Phil brought down the place. 

Later, I had a chance to ask Phil if he’s 
marrying lovely New York model Evelyn 
Patrick. “Nothing would surprise me less,” 
cracked Phil. Now what does that mean? 
My money says it’s “Yes” for Serg. Bilko. 

I was very glad to chat with Lauren Bacall 
who told me that Humphrey Bogart is so 
much better he was sunning himself on his 
boat at Balboa. Bogey’s main problem now 


is to put on weight after the major operation | 


he underwent months ago and: his long con- 
valescence. It’s good news to his fans that 
Bogey is expected back at work at Columbia 
in The Good Shepherd in September. 

John Huston and Liz Whitney Lunn were 
seated next to each other at dinner and 
were talking about nothing but their race 
horses. 

Of course, the James Masons were there 
and vivacious Ann Miller among the good 
friends wishing Judy a heartfelt “Happy 
Birthday.” 


NO ONE GOT a bigger kick out of 
Marilyn Monroe becoming Marilyn Miller 


' show, 


(Mrs. Arthur) than Ben Lyon. 

When Ben was casting director at 20th 
Century-Fox some years ago a_ beautiful, 
limpid-eyed blonde came to see him about 
a job. Her name was Norma Jean Dougherty. 
(She was using the name of her husband at 
the time, Jim Dougherty.) 

Ben was very impressed with the beauty 
—but not with her name. “We'll have to 
change it,” he said—and she was willing. 
“What do you suggest?” the girl asked timidly. 

Ben, who was and is happily married to 
my best friend, Bebe Daniels, thought back 
to an old romance of his before he met Bebe. 
The girl he had been engaged to before he 
met and fell in love with Bebe was the 
lovely blonde musical comedy star, Marilyn 
Miller. 

“How about Marilyn?" he suggested, and 
then not wanting to handicap her with the 
same name as another famous star, he said— 
“Not Miller—but Monroe. How does Marilyn 
Monroe strike you. The MM initials were 
lucky for one lovely girl, they may be for 
you.” ; 

That's how Marilyn Monroe was born. 

It's a fantastic fate, indeed, that now finds 
her name—Marilyn Miller—at last! 


NEVER LET IT BE SAID that bom- 
bastic Betty Hutton has lost any of the zing 
and fire (that earned her the reputation of 
one of Hollywood's most important stars) 
now that she’s making her comeback with 
Dana Andrews in Spring Reunion. 

The first day of shooting with supporting 
actress Florence Halop, of the Meet Millie tv 
an explosion occured which Betty 
later tossed off as a “chemical disagreement.” 

Florence was more explicit. “I guess she 
thought I was much older judging from the 
fat ‘Mama Bronson’ character I play on Tv. 
First, when I showed up looking my real 
age, much younger, I was told to dye my 
natural blonde hair black because Miss Hut- 
ton is a blonde. Against my better judgment, 
I did this. 

“But was it okay? When Miss Hutton saw 
me she said, ‘You should have dyed your 
eyes, too’.” 

The gals were supposed to be “best 
friends” in the movie. The very first scene 
together proved they could never be that! 

Betty, looking like peaches and cream, said 
sweetly, “I guess we were just chemically 
unsuited to work together but I really had 
nothing to do with the casting of the picture 
one way or another. If the producer wants 
to remove someone from the cast, it isn't my 
affair.” 

Anyway, no one can ever claim that movie 
making is dull when our girl Betty is around! 


WHO’S GOT MARLON BRANDO? 
That's a tricky question. There’s no doubt 
that before she took off for Korea to enter- 


; Bia say ae 
Vic is leading the good life 


tain our occupation forces there, Rita Moreno 
was Marlon’s favorite girl. The peppy little 
Puerto Rican with her hot-tamale looks, her 
cute lingo and Latin vivacity had Marlon 
very, very intrigued. 

But along came the East Indian charmer, 
Anna Kashfi—who is just the opposite of Rita 
—I mean Anna is quiet, and gentle-voiced, 
very intellectual and arty, and now seems to 
be leading the field. 

Of course, where Brando is concerned, all 
this is subject to change with or without 
notice. 

At the moment, Marlon and Anna are to- 
gether most of their free time. She cooks 
Indian dishes for him at her apartment. He 
takes her on long drives up the Coast. They 
frequently drive 90 miles up to Santa Barbara 
for a tete-a-tete dinner by the sad sea waves. 

They met in the Paramount Commissary 
just a few days before Marlon took off for 
the ill-fated trip to Japan (it rained the com- 
pany out) on location for Teahouse of the 
August Moon. He wrote Anna many letters, 
so she wouldn't forget (?) him. She didn’t. 

The first girl he called after his return 


| to Hollywood was Anna and he’s been see- 


| 0 change his mind about his favorite lady. 


ing her much more than anyone thinks. 

Rita isn't exactly wearing her heart on her 
sleeve—but well, she likes Marlon and does 
aot care who knows it. And, he’s been known 


= 


(But, Rita—he seldom goes back to one.) 


YOUNG LOVE OF THE MONTH: At 
a party following the premiere of a new pic- 
ture, Victoria Shaw and Roger Smith sat with 
Debbie Reynolds and Eddie Fisher. Debbie 
said to Victoria and Roger, ‘You’re so much 
in love, you two, why don’t you get married?” 

Eddie chimed in “I'll bet you've never 
proposed,” and Roger replied, “That's right, 
I never have.” 

So, withovt further ado, right in front 
of half of Hollywood, he got down on his 
knees and popped the question to his Fair 
Lady. 

Thus did one of Hollywood's youngest and 
freshest romances come to its happy climax. 

Victoria, the beauty from “Down Under” 
(Australia to you) is one of the most impor- 
tant young actresses of the year. The critics 
are doing raves over her in The Eddy Duchin 
Story with Tyrone Power and that other Miss 
Knockout, Kim Novak. Yet, few girls have 
ever achieved fame as easily as did Vicky. 

She was discovered by Bob Hope when 
she appeared in his personal appearance act 
in Melbourne last year. Bob liked the looks 
of the pretty model and said casually, “If 
you ever come to Hollywod look up my 
agent, Louis Shurr.” He’s probably said that 
to a dozen or so pretty girls. But Vic- 
toria took him seriously. Not only did Jean- 


Terry (Mrs. McGrath) Moore travels light 


FF 
= 


ette Elphick (her real name) come to Holly- 
wood and look up Louis Shurr—within 
twenty-four hours she was making a screen 
test at Columbia. 

During one of several later tests, she 
worked with a young actor named Roger 
Smith. Roger had been discovered in Hono- 
lulu, where he taught Jimmy Cagney and 
other actors on location how to play the 
guitar. Both being signed by Columbia they 
saw each other a lot. Roger tried to date 
her from the first. 

“I thought he was just a fresh Yankee 
and said, ‘No,’ now laughs Vicky, “until we 
fell in love. I'll be saying ‘Yes’ to Roger for 
life when we marry in August.” 


VIC MATURE AND [I HAVEN’T al- 
ways seen eye to idea. But, I say—dgive 
credit where credit is due and the former 
playboy has checked up plenty on the credit 
side of his ledger recently. 

Last month, visiting his mother down South, 
he answered back a critical preacher who 
called Hollywood a city of sin, without hope. 
Vic got newspaper headlines when he said, 
“Hollywood has done more for the unfortu- 
nates of the world than all its detractors.” 

Also, he is sponsoring a team in the Colt 
League in Pasadena where he once studied 
drama at the Pasadena Playhouse. The star 
of the team is Vic’s godson, Mike Daugherty, 
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the letter box 


Some of the wildest rumors 
I've heard since I’ve been writing 
this column came from some of 
you letter-writing fans this month. 

To both joxcE wiILson, 
EATON, INDIANA, and ELAINE 
FARRAR, GRENLOCK, NEW JER- 
sEY, I say no, No, No—it is NOT 
true that James Dean is still alive, 
horribly mutilated from his auto- 
mobile accident! Please do not be- 
lieve such morbid gossip. 


FROM PEGGY BLUFORD, OAK 
RIDGE, TENN., comes another 
shocker: “I hear everywhere that 
Perry Como is going blind. Please 
tell me the truth.” The truth is 
that Perry’s eyesight is fine, Peggy 
—thank God. 


And still another to make you 
gasp comes from DOROTHY HER- 
RON, BROOKLYN, who wants to 
know: “Is the reason that Tab 
Hunter makes so few’ pictures 
that he has an incurable disease?” 
Good heavens—Tab tells me he 
hasn't even had a cold in three 
years. Don’t worry, Dorothy, 
Tab’s fine. 


FRED DALIAS, STATEN ISLAND, 
N. ¥., has a good idea for some 
producer: “If they ever decide to 
do the life story of beloved old 
Wallace Beery, Ernest Borgnine 
is the man to do it.” You've got 
something there, my friend. 


At Graduation time I received 
many letters—from DARLENE 
ROBERTS, COTTAGE GROVE, ORE- 
GON; BETTY MARSHALL, DALLAS; 


RONALD LINDSEY, MORTON, TEX-: 


AS; DAVID IDLEWINE, JUNCTION 
CITY, OREGON—to name just a 
few—asking me how to get a start 
either acting or becoming a re- 
porter. 

To you youngsters wanting to 
become actors I say wait until you 
have proven that you have talent 
before tackling New York or 
Hollywood. 

To budding reporters, my ad- 
vice is to try to get a job on your 
hometown newspaper. Yes, I prac- 
ticed my own preaching. I was a 
teenager when I got my first job 
on the DIXON STAR, in Dixon, IIl. 


who is such a fine pitcher that even the big 
league scouts have heard about him. 

Vic's current ambition, he says, is to 
“Lead a good life and stay out of the head- 
lines.” Sounds to me like this actor who 
used to prize a headline more than diamonds, 
is beginning to really mature—just like his 
last name. 


WHEN A WHOLE HOLLYWOOD 


PARTY of us went to the opening of the - 


Hilton Hotel in Cairo last summer, no one— 
absolutely no one, and this includes Irene 
Dunne, Ann Miller, Merle Oberon and me 
(and I don’t travel light) had more luggage 
than Terry Moore. She was wearing ery 
bouffant skirts and it seemed to me that every 
dress had its own trunk or suitcase. 

Now that she is Mrs. Eugene McGrath and 
traveling constantly between Panama, her 
husband's home, and her Hollywood studio, 
Terry laughingly tells me, “You won't be- 
lieve this, Louella—I flew in with an over- 
night bag containing one nighty, one robe, a 
toothbrush and a tube of toothpaste.” 


IT’S NOT TRUE THAT: 

Kim Novak became engaged to Count Mario 
Bandini while in Europe. (Mack Krim is 
very much still in Kim's life.) ... 

Nick Adams was Jimmy Dean's best friend. 
(Nick tells me that Jimmy had a lot of 
friends, but no best.) ... 


Is Kim engaged? 


Are Dean and Jerry through? 


Was Nick the pal? 


Acting the child-murderess in The Bad Seed 
has made Patty McCormack a neurotic little 
girl. (Her director, Mervyn Le Roy, says 
Patty is as happy and normal as blueberry 
pie.) ... ab 

Clark Gable was seriously ill in the hos- 
pital. (Truth is, Clark, feeling perfectly well, 
took a room adjoining that of his lovely wife 
Kay, hospitalized with a slight heart at- 
(CNS os Bas 

Spencer Tracy and director Fred Zimmer- 
man had so many battles filming The Old 
Man And The Sea in Cuba that Zimmerman 
quit the picture. (Zimmerman quit all right— 
but his battles were with producer Leland 
Hayward.) ... 

Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis really wanted 
a boy. (They're delighted with their daughter, 
Miss Kelly Curtis.) .. . 

Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis will forget 
their present troubles as they have done in 
the past and shake hands and make up. 
(Even their best-wishing pals are convinced 
that Martin and Lewis are through as a team 
after fulfilling certain cafe and night-club dates 
they are forced to make to avoid law- 
suits.) ... 

Van Johnson is becoming difficult to work 
with because he turned down 10,000 Bed- 
rooms. (He just didn’t see himself in a Conrad 
Hilton type role and said so to MGM.) 


THAT'S ALL FOR NOW. SEE YOU NEXT MONTH! 


Is Van hard to please? - 
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WEATHER 


Why add to your problems at “problem 
times”? Why put up with hot, ““chafey,” 
uncomfortable external pads, when 
Tampax™ is as available as your corner 
drug or notion store? By getting rid of 
unnecessary bulk (belts, pins and pads) 
internally-worn Tampax makes you feel 
far cooler—even, in many instances, less 
tired. For discomfort is downright 
tiring —and nothing could be more com- 
fortable than Tampax. 

Tampax is far more fastidious, too, 
than “the other way.” The wearer's hands 
needn’t ever touch the Tampax. It pre- 
vents odor from forming. It’s easy to 
dispose of, applicator and all. No wonder 
millions of women prefer this modern 
sanitary protection; nothing could be 
more convenient! 


If you plan an active summer, com- 
fortable Tampax isan absolute necessity! 
It’s the only kind of protection that lets 
you go swimming—any time of the 
month. It never “shows’’ beneath the 
most abbreviated clothes. Choice of 3 
absorbencies (Regular, Super, Junior). 


Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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* PICTURE OF THE MONTH: 
the simple peasant people around him. They w 


“Intensity” is the key feeling in Lust For Life 
—an intense dedication to art, to love, to living. 


*LUST FOR LIFE 
drama of a great artist 

= Here is the life story of a great artist whose need 
to paint was exceeded only by his need for love. His 
paintings burned with color and were a glorious 
testament to his vitality, buf his eccentric, tortured 
personality cut him off from satisfying contact with 
people and led him, in desperation, to suicide. Vincent 
Van Gogh was his name. His father (Henry Daniell) 
was a minister and his background was middleclass. 
Vincent’s (Kirk Douglas) uniqueness was scorned, 
his emotional intensity was terrifying to people who 
had long since locked up their feelings. Vincent grew 
up convinced he was an outcast and a failure. His last 
attempt to conform was when he became a minister 
and was sent to a wretched mining town in Belgium 
to preach. He disgraced the cloth (or so his superiors 
thought) by giving away his worldly goods to those 
who needed them and by living in squalor like a 
miner. Only his brother Theo (James Donald) sensed 
the awfulness of his spiritual struggle and sympa- 
thized with it. When Vincent decided to paint, Theo 
faithfully (and financially) supported him and tried to 


WORTH FOR DRAMA 
SEEING Lust For Life 

THIS Storm Center 
MONTH 


FOR SHIVERS 


The Bad Seed 
The Black Sleep 


FOR SUSPENSE 
Unidentified Flying Objects 
Santiago 

Huk! 

Congo Crossing 

Dakota Incident 

The Proud Ones 


Van Gogh was one of the first modern painters to be inspired by 
rere the subjects for some of his greatest paintings. 


To paint for one’s self is not enough. The artist 


craves recognition and respect from others. 


sell his startingly original work, but with no success. 
Rejected in love, Vincent took up with a hard-drink- 
ing laundress (Pamela Brown) and lived with her 
and her child until she (Pamela) couldn’t bear it. 
Painting obsessed him, it took precedence over all. 
For a while he shared a house in Arles with Paul 
Gaugin (Anthony Quinn) but their personalities and 
theories clashed violently. Then Van Gogh became 
a victim of emotional disorder, and in one seizure, 
sliced off his ear with a razor. He voluntarily com- 
mitted himself to an asylum, was temporarily re- 
lieved and turned to painting again. However, his 
maniacal concentration took him so far out of him- 
self he couldn’t bear the tension. “‘It is impossible, 
impossible,’’ he murmured as he stood painting in a 
golden field of grain under a blazing sun. And then 
he shot himself. Lust For Life is an excellent film; 
its grandeur stems from Wan Gogh's tragic, noble 
striving to capture and record the beauty of life. His 
paintings (borrowed from museums all over the 
world) glow in triumph on the screen. Among the fine 
cast are Niall MacGinnis, Everett Sloane.—Cinema- 
Scone. Metrocolor—MGM (Centinued on page 24, 
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movie previews (Continued from page 22) 


THE BAD SEED 
an eight-year-old murderess 

a If your child is a monster it may not really be your 
fault—except insofar as you have genes which pass 
personality traits from one generation to another. The 
catch is—those traits often skip a generation, which 
is Nancy Kelly’s dilemma. I mean, the dilemma is 
—her eight-year-old daughter (Patty McCormack) 
is a murderess totally without conscience. Years ago 
she threw an old lady down the stairs (but no one 
connected her death with this cunning, charming 
pigtailer in pinafores). Just recently she’s murdered 
a classmate because he won a penmanship medal 
which Patty felt she deserved. And when a some- 
what sadistic handyman (Henry Jones) sees through 
her she locks him in the cellar, taking the precaution 
to set fire to it first. A child like that can be a 
terrible trial—and what is one to do with her? Es- 
pecially one so fine and loving as Nancy whose own 
mother, it turns out, was a notorious lady with poison. 
It is a bloodcurdling melodrama (based on William 
March’s hit play); it is a rather unsettling theory 
that Mr. March presents but that, I suppose, can go 
down as poetic license. With Eileen Heckart, Evelyn 
Varden. —Warners 


HUK! 

terrorism in the Philippine Islands 
@ In 1951 the Huks (former guerillas turned ter- 
rorists) were setting fire to plantations in the Philip- 
pines and generally making life impossible for reasons 
of their own. That’s the set-up when George Mont- 
gomery arrives after 14 years of who knows what in 
the United States. His father has just been mur- 
dered by the terrorists but George is not the mourn- 
ing kind. He is—thinks Mona Freeman—a cad. 
Mona is the wife of John Baer, who is the son of 
plantation overseer James Bell, who is puzzled by 
George’s desire to sell his father’s plantation and 
take the loot to the U.S.A. When the Huks, led by 
Kalak (Mario Barri), try to hasten George’s depar- 
ture by throwing knives at his back and flamring torch- 
es on his property George begins to resent it. A good 
deal of action, some very nice photography accompany 
George’s growing concern with the fate of the Philip- 
pines. Eastman Color.—U.A. (Continued on page 26) 


New! BOBBI- 
with Casual Curlets” 


and breeze-fresh lotion 
dives you along 


softly feminine wave 


A stronger wave than ordinary pin-curl permanents 


a softer wave than rod-type permanents 


Specially created for casual hair styles 


See how casual a Bossi wave can be! You know it 
will outlast any other pin-curl permanent because each 
curl is set stronger from the very beginning with BoBBI’s 
new “Casual Curlets.” Use Curlets between perma- 
nents, too —for a longer-lasting set after your shampoo. 


Everything you need for the prettiest, longest-lasting 
casual hairdo ever! Fabulous new easy-set “Casual 
Curlets”. . . of pretty pink plastic . . . simpler than 
metal pins! New breeze-fresh, petal-pink lotion, so 
pleasant to use! No separate neutralizer, no reset- 
ting. OnlyBossi makes a pin-curl permanent so easy ! 


Pin-curls made with BOBBI’s 
new ‘Casual Curlets”’... 
smooth, firm, no loose ends, no 
crimp marks as with metal pins. 
Specially designed fora stronger, 
longer-lasting casual wave ! 


New “Casual Curlets” are 7 
ways better ! 

1. Easier, faster than metal pins. 
2. So pretty—shell-pink plastic— 
you won't want to hide ‘em! 

3. Can’t rust or discolor hair. 
4. One Curlet holds tight for bet- 


ter, stronger waves—you never 
need two for a curl ! 


5. Can’t slip. 
6. No unsightly crimp marks. 


7. Curlets are curved—shaped to 
your head for comfort. 


er lasting, 


Lin curf, Ltrmaneyg 

ALLS oNEW 
PLASTIC 
PINS 


NEW : 
LOTION : 


All-new BOBBI in a bright blue box 
Each package complete with 55 “Casual 


Curlets” and 6 neckline curlers. 
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UNIDENTIFIED FLYING OBJECTS 
documentary on “fluing saucers” 

= Ever since 1948 or so people have been seeing fly- 
ing saucers. (Some people have even been seeing the 
little men in them, but that’s another problem.) The 
fact is, there have been unidentified flying objects in 
the sky and the Air Command has seriously been in- 
vestigating them. Here is a documentary film based 
on reports and official investigation. Included are two 
authentic film strips—one taken in Montana, the 
other in Utah, showing unidentified objects in forma- 
tion. They look more like aspirin than flying saucers 
but the official conclusion is, “‘Not balloons, not birds, 
not aircraft—not faked.’’ What are they? Nobody 
knows. The film follows the course of one Albert M. 
Chop who, reporting to work at the Public Informa- 
tion Office at Wright Patterson Air Base debunked 
saucers as nonsense. But that was in 1950. Two years 
later, Chop, an eye witness to radar contact with 
the objects, and about as close as anyone to all the 
information ever received or analyzed about them was 
still up a tree as to their nature. But Chop was con- 
vinced that there are U.F.O. which is about all any- 
one can say.—U.A. 


SANTIAGO 
adventure in Cuba 

= When the Cubans were fighting for freedom, Alan 
Ladd was around dispensing guns to whichever side 
paid. It was not that he was basically bad, it was 
only he’d been kicked out of the U.S. Cavalry and 
was bitter. So here we are on our way to Tampa, 
Florida, with enough ammunition for an old fashioned 
world war. Ladd makes it to Tampa, staving off an 
attack of rival gun-runners led by Lloyd Nolan, but 
then he’s told he must deliver the goods to Santiago 
to collect his ransom. This means running the 
Spanish blockade, and it is dangerous. But what 
can he do, loving money so well? The transportation 
to Santiago is not very modern, it’s an old Mississippi 
sidewheeler captained by Chill Wills, but the company 
is exciting. Nolan and his club are aboard, also 
Rossana Podesta, commonly known as Cuba’s Joan of 
Arc. It’s a long, long ride. And a hard, hard fight with 
Ladd finally showing his true blue colors. Cinema- 
Scope.—Warners 


STORM CENTER 


a lesson in freedom 
= Bette Davis has made a good life for herself since 
the death of her husband. Childless, she’s become 
head librarian in the comfortable little city of Ken- 
port. It’s an honored position and the children, par- 
ticularly, love her~ Well, the city council (on which 
serve opportunist Brian Keith and her old friend 
Paul Kelly) ask her to withdraw a book called The 
Communist Dream from the library. Bette dislikes 
the book but she has an American view of freedom 
and refuses to comply. So she’s fired. That’s not all. 
Nearly to a head, the 20,000 citizens of Kenport reel 
from her in loathing. One little citizen (Kevin 
Coughlin) a bookworm—much to his inarticulate 
Pop’s horror—becomes alarmingly hysterical at the 
fall of his idol. His love turns to hate and, among 
other things, he proceeds to burn down the library. 
The citizens of Kenport awake, having learned their 
lesson at considerable expense. For what they were 
doing, after all, was using Communist methods to 
fight the Communist menace. With Kim Hunter, 


Joe Mantell.—Col. 


CONGO CROSSING 
a criminal colony in Africa 

™ Congotanga is an unpleasant little colony in the 
African jungle, and a haven for criminals since it 
has no extradition laws. Ruling the place in a 
lethargic way is Colonel Peter Lorre; running the 
place is cultivated gangster Tonio Selwart and his 
buddies; loathing the place is American engineer 
George Nader who’s on a surveying assignment. The 
latest plane shipment to Congotanga unloads Virginia 
Mayo (she’s fleeing a murder rap) and a man who 
commissions inhabitant Michael Paté to murder her. 
She figures it’s a good idea to stick pretty close to 
George and accompanies him upriver—but Paté has 
hired himself on as assistant surveyor. While work- 
ing on his maps George discovers that Congotanga’s 
boundaries have shifted, making it unsafe for crimi- 
nals. Those criminals would not like this news to 
be made public, would they? Technicolor.—U.1I. 


DAKOTA INCIDENT 
Cheyennes vs. Linda Darnell 

m Picture the West; picture Dale Robertson on a 
tired horse on a dusty road with younger brother 
Skip Homeier in conflict about shooting him in the 
back. They have just robbed a bank and the third 
crook is putting Skip up to this naughty deed. Switch 
to the town. A beautiful woman (Linda Darnell) is 
waiting for the stage to Laramie at which place she 
plans to shoot her faithless lover. While she is wait- 
ing, Senator Ward Bond is orating about the shame- 
ful way we treat the Indians and John Lund is 
lurking around, saying nothing. To make a short 
story long, Republic puts these people (plus Dale and 
Regis Toomey—Linda’s fiddle player) on the stage. 
Then they’re all stuck in a ditch without food or 
water while the Cheyennes hover on the rocks above 
planning to kill *em one by one. Trucolor.—Rep. 


THE PROUD ONES 


a superior Western 
= When cattle come te Flat Rock, Kansas, it means 
plenty cf trouble for Marshall Robert Ryan. Flat 
Rock becomes a boom town, and every boom town 
has its villain (in this case, Robert Middletown) 
waiting to lower it. Middletown and Ryan have been 
enemies from way back. Virginia Mayo (Ryan’s 
girl) knows that this hate will lead to murder and 
wants Ryan to run. Meanwhile, along with the cattle 
comes Jeffrey Hunter who dislikes Ryan sight un- 
seen Ryan killed his Dad and Jeff believes Pop was 
unarmed. While that little wrinkle is being ironed out, 
Middletown is generally corrupting the town via 
his saloon and gambling tables. He’s also hired a 
couple of gunmen to get Ryan who, having been hit 
on the head, now has moments of blindness. Well, 
where will it all lead? Go see—it’s an interesting, 
sometimes exciting Western. CinemaScope.—20-Fox 


THE BLACK SLEEP 


an old fashioned tale of horror 

= The mind of man is a puzzle indeed, but Basil 
Rathbone’s the surgeon to solve it. He has to. You see, 
his beautiful wife has been in a coma for eight 
months and he’s desperate. He has a couple of things 
working for him—a drug called “The Black Sleep” 
which simulates death, and a crew of demented 
assistants who mind the abbey while Basil performs 
his diabolical operations in the tower. What he does 
is turn drugged and captive people into screaming 
maniacs. Then he throws them into the cellar for ob- 
servation. Perfecting those brain operations is an up- 
hill job! Among the grisly cast are Akim Tamiroff, 
Lon Chaney, Bela Lugosi, John Carradine—and two 
healthy if nervous specimens—Herbert Rudley, Pa- 
tricia Blake.—U.A. 


RECOMMENDED FILMS NOW. PLAYING 


TRAPEZE (U.A.): Tony Curtis finds injured Burt 
Lancaster in Paris. Tony wants to learn the triple 
roll on the flying trapeze and Burt is the man to teach 
him. Gina Lollobrigida starts the trouble when her 
yearning for the spotlight is equalled by nothing else. 
Great circus atmosphere and wonderful trapeze shots. 
THE GREAT LOMOMOTIVE CHASE (Disney): 
Fess Parker, who looks and acts like a Southerner, is 
really a northern spy attempting to dismantle the 
southern railway system during the Civil War. Jeff- 
rey Hunter, a motorman, suspects it and the chase is 
on. 

SOMEBODY UP THERE LIKES ME (MGM): The 
life story of Rocky Graziano played by Paul New- 
man. Pier Angeli plays his wife and Eileen Heckart 
his mother in this film. The action doesn’t let up for 
a moment. 

THE LEATHER SAINT (Para.): Father Gil Allen 
(John Derek) needs money to buy an iron lung and 
build a swimming pool for several polio victims in 
his parish. He does so by leading a double life as 
prizefighter. 

THE MAN IN THE GRAY FLANNEL SUIT (20th- 
Fox): Gregory Peck is a war veteran who is now 
fighting his battles on Madison Avenue and in his 
typical suburban home. His struggle to maintain 
both his integrity and his wife (Jennifer Jones) is 
exciting. With Fredric March, Marisa Pavan. 
THE EDDY DUCHIN STORY (Col.): Tyrone 
Power plays Eddy Duchin, whose skyrocketing to 
fame was balanced by tragedy. Kim Novak and 
Victoria Shaw handle their roles as Eddy’s two 
great loves beautifully. You'll like it. 

GABY (MGM): Derived from Waterloo Bridge, 
Gaby is a tender, moving story of two youngsters who 


fall in love in London during the war. Leslie Caron 
and John Kerr star as the lovers. 
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N | p \ , 7 i Only Helene Curtis has the exclusive new “‘control’”’ ingredient. (aia | 
- @ And it’s in all Helene Curtis Spray Net— Regular, Super Soft, and new Ultra. aa | 


Helene Curtis Spray Net actually 


trains yourhair! | 


trains while it sets pincurls,.. trains while it holds your wave... 


The most exciting thing that’s happened since the permanent wave. 


Now, SPRAY NET actually trains your hair to stay curled 
—thanks to Helene Curtis’ exclusive new ‘‘control’’ in- 
gredient. Only SPRAY NET has it! 


—— 


Use Helene Curtis SPRAY NET to Set springier, bouncier 
pincurls—to hold your hair softly in place. Gradually... 
excitingly... your hair gets the habit of curling—your 


refillable aerosol 


| wave remembers its place! This exciting training won’t purse/spray 
happen overnight—but it will happen! Soon your hair Only Helene Curtis Hm 
— needs only gentle reminder-sprays between shampoos. | SPRAY NET has it! Hi 
: __ Fill it yourself. : Hy) 
SPRAY NET is non-sticky, non-stiffening, enriched with _ Take it with you. Hah 
lanolin. But the big difference—the wonderful plus: this Neer eoIeRuay, ; 1) 
a : : ¢ glamourous in black : il 
| is the hair spray that actually ¢rains your hair to stay curled! and gold, holds days : | 
of sprays. With new iy 
: i is _ ULTRA SPRAY NET, I | 
train your hair with | $3.25 value... | | 
CS s special introductory price, WH 
- lone spray met 3jss: | 
REGULAR only : Wi 
AND SUPER SOFT siuettax | | 
SPRAY NET | GIANT Il OZ. ECONOMY SIZE $169 \ 
694, $1.25 SAV E! Limited time only! Only Ff plus tax 
plus tax = 27, j 
| 
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Millions of women ttust their own 
instincts; it’s the surest guide for any 
fastidious woman. They feel it’s right to 
douche after menstruation when 
faced with the problem of extra secre- 
tions . . . whenever they want to be espe- 
cially sweet and clean in every respect. 


They don’t rely on makeshifts, 
either. They demand that a douche 
should both cleanse and deodorize—as 
a “Lysol” douche does. Spreading into 
folds and crevices, “Lysol” kills odor- 
producing bacteria on contact (the bac- 
teria that are the cause of “embarrassing 
odor,” if unchecked )—to give a lasting 
sense of internal cleanliness, uenne 
daintiness. 


The “Lysol” user is apt to be poised, 
confident, sure of her charm 
at all times. Join these smart 
women—be a “Lysol” user 
too. Get your bottle of new, 
mild-formula “‘Lysol’’ 
brand disinfectant today. | 

. Write for free booklet | 
on medically-approved 
methods of douching. (Sent © 
in plain envelope.) 2 “1 
name and _ address ' 
“Lysol,” Bloomfield, N. i. 
Dept. DM-569. 


66 99 


Brand Disinfectant 


Also available in Canada 


“HI, NEIGHBORS!” 


I meet the most fascinating people every day — living in Hollywood 


™ Living in Hollywood I’ve discovered that many of my neighbors are movie 
stars and are likely to pop up anywhere. 

Gordon MacRae seems to be the most frequent popper-upper. One afternoon 
I was standing in a drug store on Vine Street browsing through the movie 
magazines. The magazines were near the door and I was absorbed in an 
article when a fellow mumbled, “Excuse me,” and squeezed past to the drug 
counter. I glanced up and caught Gordon MacRae grinning at me. He had 
good reason—the story I was reading was about him! 

Driving toward the San Fernando Valley the same day I spotted a husky 
fellow crossing in the middle of the block. “Hey you!” I bellowed, “don’t 
you know that’ s against the law?” He turned, put his hands on his hips, and 
merely stared at me. It was Jack Carson. 

Red Skelton played the same trick on me. I was aie across Beverly 
Boulevard when he quickly stopped his Corvette sports car to let me cross. He 
shook his head in disgust, but grinned when I nodded a sign of recognition. 

I sometimes see Debbie and Eddie Fisher driving around on Sunday after- 
noons. Eddie’s long black Cadillac convertible attracts my attention easily, 
but if that isn’t enough I can’t miss his loud singing. 

Some months ago I was waiting for a friend in the lobby of the Beverly 
Hills Hotel when a bellhop rushed over to me carrying a charcoal drawing. 
He explained it had been left by a movie starlet and wanted to know if | 
could possibly identify her. I wasn’t any help so he asked another bellhop. 

“No, I don’t know who it is, but the guy coming downstairs right now is a 
real movie fan, he'll know her!” 

The guy was Johnnie Ray, who identified the girl in nothing flat. 

Entering Ciro’s I once saw about twenty admirers clamoring after Marlon 
Brando for autographs. 

“My grandmother’s sick and I gotta rush outa here,” joked Marlon. 

“Well, call a doctor and sign our books,” they pleaded. 

After several minutes of quipping Marlon gave up and signed. When he 
pulled out in his car one fan teased, “Hope your grandmother gets well.” 

To which Marlon muttered, “Oh Jack, you are solid.” 


JOHNNIE RAY 


MARLON BRANDO GORDON MacRAE 


One of my biggest surprises was to board a LaBrea bus and find myself 
sitting next to Debra Paget and sister Lisa Gaye. They were going shopping! 
(And in Hollywood buses are sometimes more convenient than automobiles. ) 

Another day I saw a group of fans mob Dan Dailey. A friend with Dailey 
remained patiently aside while Dan talked and signed autographs. None of 
the autograph seekers recognized Dan’s friend as Tab Hunter. 

Strolling along a busy street last summer I stopped to look at a window 
display. I sensed someone in back of me and glanced into the window to see 
if I could catch a reflection. All I could see were two huge eyes. I guess the 
gentleman must have read my mind because he remarked, “Big, aren’t they?” 
The eyes belonged to Eddie Cantor. 

It’s just like running into familiar neighbors while dashing through town. 


a 


1 dreamed 1 went whistle StOppung 
ee mardenform bra 


I’m a sure winner because I’m on the right track! My platform: a vote for me is a vote for Maidenform. 


No wonder I’m the people’s choice for the figure of the year! The dream of a bra: new Maidenform 
Pre-Lude* —the bra with the contour-band that gives you an entirely new kind of under-and-up 


up-lift to make the most of every curve you own. In white embroidered broadcloth. A, B and C cups, 2.00. Prices 


slightly higher in Canada. #REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. OBSERVATION COACH COURTESY JERSEY CENTRAL LINES ©@MAIDEN FORM BRASSIERE CO., INC., N.Y. 16 
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1. Is your feminine daintiness a 
well protected at all times 


RELL LOO IE 


LE REEL LEIS 


3. Is there a sure way to put an a 


end to ugly perspiration stains f 


Girle who know 
the answers use Artid 
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2. Can the rush of nervous 4) 


perspiration be controlled ¢ 


LL LER LEE EBLE LOOT L TEE OLNEY 


es Y 


sista 


4. Is one bath a day really enough yy 
for an active girl like you a 


—to be sure! 


You owe it to yourself to get 100% on 
this test. It’s a cinch you will, too, if you’re 
smart enough to use Arrid daily. 


For Arrid is the most effective deodor- 
ant your money can buy. Doctors prove 
that Arrid is 11/4 times as effective against 
perspiration and odor as all leading deo- 
dorants tested. 


Why? Only Arrid is formulated with 
the magic new ingredient Perstop.* That's 
why more people have used and are using 
Acrid to protect against odor and perspi- 
ration than any other deodorant. 

What's in it for you? Just this! 

Rub Arrid in—and you rub perspira- 
etion and odor out. When the cream 
vanishes you know you're safe. And ap- 
proachable any hour of the day or night. 
Tropical heat-wave weather included! 


? Arrid protects you against all kinds 
“of unexpected perspiration. It keeps 


you dry even when anxiety or excitement 
cause your glands to gush perspiration. 


2 Arrid, used daily, keeps your clothes 
e safe from ugly stains. It keeps your 
underarms so dry, soft and sweet there’s 
never a hint that the situation’s getting 
warm. Not even on hot, sticky days. 


4 Arrid’s “‘rubbed-in” protection starts 
* on contact— keeps you shower-bath 
fragrant up to 24 hours. Rub it in right 
after your daily bath and you can forget 
about perspiration and odor. No wonder 
gals “in the know” are steady Arrid usets. 


Don’t be half safe. 
Be completely safe. 
Use Arrid... 

to be sure. 


43¢ plus tax. 


ARRID 


PERSTOP” 


*Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants, 


the private life of 
ERNEST BORGNINE 


@ When Ernest Borgnine made his 
screen debut in From Here To Eternity, 
everyone pictured his private life as that 
of a brute. Then when Marty came out, 
they said that Ernie was a tongue-tied 
Bronx bumpkin. 

But the truth is that Ernie is neither. 

Put the Oscar-winning actor on a 
dance floor, and he doesn’t suddenly de- 
velop two left feet. In fact, when he 
was in the Navy assigned to the USS 
Lamberton, he won the ship’s contest for 
jitterbugging. 

Borgnine is also well-traveled and well- 
read. When he was eight, his mother 
took him to Italy, where they attended 
many performances at the La Scala 
Opera House. The few places that his 
ten years in the Navy didn’t cover, he 
made up for when he joined the famed 
Barter Theater of Virginia. The players 
toured Europe in Hamlet, and hit every 
large and small town in the U.S. 

Gordon MacRae and Dan Dailey were 
surprised at Ernie’s eager approach to the 
trio’s six song numbers in The Best 
Things In Life Are Free. After recording 
“Button Up Your Overcoat,” Gordie said 
to Borgnine, “If you’ve never had lessons, 
how come you sing like that?” 

“Have you ever known an Italian who 
didn’t have a song in his heart?” he said. 

Ernie-says what he thinks. According 
to him, “My wife loves to barbecue, but 
I hate burnt meat!” . . . When someone 
suggested he sounded like Jolson and 
should record for Victor, he came back, 
“You must be mad.” . . . When critics 
praise his acting, he pulls out a faded 
clipping of his Broadway appearance in 
Harvey, which refers to him as “the -jerk 
who talked over the laughs.” 

Marty would have been shocked at 
Ernie’s practical jokes. At lunch recently 
he ordered chicken soup with matzoh 
balls. While the waitress was serving the 
others, he slipped a ping-pong ball into 
the soup, and had her flabbergasted when 
he fished it out and started bouncing it 
on the table. “Chef’s getting a little care- 
less, isn’t he?” he deadpanned. No one 
should consider him tongue-tied after that. 
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She knows the ropes 
and all the jokes! 

Her merchandise made 
history! But please 
don’t tell what Ginger 
sells. Or give away the 
mystery! 
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pillage 


co-starring 


David BRIAN James ARNESS a 


RADIO 


Written by DEVERY FREEMAN and STEPHEN LONGSTREET 
Produced and Directed by ARTHUR LUBIN 


M Maybe you remember, last winter, 
when Dick Powell broke his collar bone 
while whizzing along on his skis. 
“The fact that I’m fifty had 

nothing to do with it,” he wrote to 

a friend. “There was this rock, you 
understand.” At any rate, the story 
was well covered in the nation’s 


newspapers and by-and-by everyone 
JUNE ALLYSON= knew about Dick’s busted clavicle. 


Few, however, ever heard the the Little 


= Woman’s side of the story. It seems 
unregis ere that June, having worked steadily 


for more than a year, wanted to get 
away from it all. She and Dick had 
managed to wangle this one week 
nurse together, and June dreamed of 
relaxing herself into nothingness in 
the peace and quiet of Sun Valley. Even 
movie stars, however, don’t always 
get what they want. 

Having arrived at the ski resort 
they were ushered to their quarters, 
consisting of a room for two, with bath. 
This might be sufficient for some 
people, but not for June Allyson. 

When she packs, the resultant luggage 
resembles ~Burton Holmes’ equipment 
for a world tour, and the inside of 
the luggage looks as though Bonwit 
Teller had donated all their tissue 
paper. In brief, June can spend 

two weeks packing for one week’s 

trip, and unpacking is pursued with 
the same meticulous care. 

At any rate, the day they arrived 
Dick threw on appropriate clothes, 
grabbed his skis and took off for the 
ski lift. “Come on,” he called over 
his shoulder to the petite figure swathed 
in tissue paper. 

“As soon as I finish unpacking,” 
said June. 

When Dick returned later that after- 
noon, June was still at it. “I put all 
your things away,” she said, “but 
3 So there’s no room left for mine. We 

Dick said, “it’s easy—anyone can ski.” really ought to have more space.” 
ces So Dick arranged for a larger suite, 
and the next morning June transferred 
Dick’s things to the new quarters 
and began unpacking her own. He 
stopped in to see her around noon, his 
face aglow with health. “Come 
on,’ he urged. “Get on your skis.” 

“As soon as I finish unpacking.” 

She finished that afternoon and 
surveyed the apartment with satis- 
faction. It was neat as a pin. Finally, 
dressed to the teeth in her new ski 
outfit, June started out the door. 

Then the telephone rang. 

“Doll,” said Dick. “I’m in the hospital. 
I broke something.” 

She ran to the elevator. — 

“Top floor!” she panted, figuring 
that all hospitals of such resorts were 
located on the top floor. There was 

a roof garden or something up there, 
so she tried the basement. Nothing down 
there, so she inquired. The hospital 
turned out to be on the same floor as 


ArrerR—“All right! Dowt stare! Even experts slip sometimes.” their suite. and (Continued on page 34) 


BEFORE—‘“‘See, June,” 


Abilene, Texas. .THORNTON’'S DEPT. STORES (3) 
Alamogordo, New Mexico..... THE SHOE MART 
Albuquerque, N. M.....CORLANDS SHOE STORE 
Alexandria, La.... RICE SHOE STORE 
Anderson, Indiana. .. MIKE MARTIN'S SHOE BOX 
Arlington, Calif,....CARPENTER’S DEPT. STORE 


Artesia, New Mexico..... ARTESIA SHOE STORE 
Augusta, Georgia.......... AIRHEART'S SHOES 
Austin, Minnesota ... ..... SCHULER SHOE CO. 
Belleville, {linois. RI partes tease SMALL’S. 
Biloxi, Mississippi..............05 BRUMFIELDS 


Bountiful, Utah... ..... THE CO-OP SHOE STORE 
Bowling Green, Ohio..... COOK'S SHOE STORE 


Brady, Texas......-...... LEWIS SHOE STORE 
Brigham City, Utah. JOHNSON SHOE CENTER 
Buffalo, New York...... AMATO'S SHOE STORE 
Cadillac, Michigan...... HENNE'S SHOE STORE 
Canton, Ohio...... . BALIN’S SHOE STORE 
Chicago, Ilinois.......... PETERS SHOE STORE 
Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin..... K & S BOOTERY 
Cleveland, Ohio. .FRIES & SCHUELE DEPT, STORE 
Clintonville, Wisc...... SCHAUDER & SCHAUDER 
CElovis, New Mexico............ PALACE SHOES 
Crawfordsville, Indiana ...... KENNEY’S SHOES 
Cullman, Alabaoma......... PAT'’S SHOE STORE 
Dayton, Ohio.,........ VERNON’S SHOES INC. 


WARD'S SHOES INC, 
Denver, Colorado.......... FELTMAN & CURME 


Detroit, Michigan... . 


Eaton, Ohio.... 


Elwood, Indiana. 
Fairmont, Minnesota. 


.BETTY JEAN SHOES 
JOLE SHOES 

G. R. KINNEY CO. 
-DRAKE'S SHOE STORE 
.... ALLEN'S SHOE STORE 
. HAROLD'S SHOE STGRE 
Fort Wayne, Ind.,..EDWARD B. SIPEREK SHOES 


‘Goshen, Indiana...--.,. ROY MILLER SHOE CO. 
Gratton, North Dakota... .EARL'S SHOE STORE 
Gulfport, Mississippi? . +. «s+ -BRUMFIELDS 
Henderson, Nevada.... .JIMMIE'S SHOE STORE 
Hendersonville, N.C.. .HOLLEY-SWOFFORD, INC. 
Hettinger, North Dakota.. .CUB'S SHOE STORE 
Hicksville, L.!., New York..... DUANE’S SHOES 
Holland, Michigan. ... SNYDER'’S SMART SHOES 
Hopkins, Minnesota... ...NELSON SHOES INC. 
Houston, Texas.. ....SAKS SHOE STORES (3) 
Kentwood, la........ BLACKWELL SHOE STORE 
Kokomo, Indiana. ......... WILSON'S SHOES 
lansing, Michigan. .SCHMIDT'S SHOE STORE 
las Vegas, Nevada.. .. KOST’S FAMILY STORE 
linton, North Dakota ....... WILLOWS STORE 
Magnolia, Mississippi, BLACKWELL SHOE STORE 
Manistee, Michigan..... SNYDER’S SHOE STORE 
Mankato, Minnesota. . ..... HAROLD'S SHOES 
Maplewood, Missouri... ..SELIGA SHOE STORE 
Marietta, Georgia . COGGINS SHOES 
Marshall, Minnesota. -HARROLD'S SHOES 


Mason, Michigon....... THE DANCER COMPANY 
Mauston, Wisconsin. . -HEPBURN’S SHOE STORE 
Medford, Wisconsin.......... PECHSTEIN, INC. 


Menominee, Michigan... FRANCK'S SHOE STORE 
Miles City, Montana.............ANDERSON’S 
Minneapolis, Minn.....SCHULER SHOE CO, (2) 
Mishawaka, Indiana... THE FAMILY SHOE SHOP 
Mott, North Dakota...BORTH BROS. CLOTHING 
Muskegon Heights, Mich....J. & G. SHOE STORE 


Napoleon, Ohio. ..,... WENDT'S SHOE STORE 
New Orleans, to.. .SCHIRO'S SHOE STORE 
New Ulm, Minn.. ......HAROLLD'S SHOES INC. 
Owensboro, Kentucky ...... INTERSTATE STORES 
Pascagoula, Mississippi........... BRUMFIELDS 
Pecos, Toxas.,........., - LEWIS SHOE STORE 
Phoenix, Arizona.... ..... FELTMAN & CURME 
Plymouth, Indiana...... SWEARINGEN'S SHOES 
Richmond, Michigan...... GIERK SHOE STORE 
River Falls, Wisconsin.... LEWIS’ SHOE STORE 
Rochester, Michigan......... HALE SHOE STORE 
Salinas, California............ DANIELS SHOES 
St. Louis, Missouri....... SELIGA SHOE STORE 
Salt Lake City, Utoh......... BERTELL'S SHOES 
Tipton, Indiana. .... HOME TRADE SHOE STORE 


Traverse City, Mich....SNYDER'S SMART SHOES 
Vancouver, Washington. ..FAMILY SHOE STORE 


Wictto7 SV@XO8 sictsista afar tipi ainioisinlale BOONE SHOES 
Waukegan, Iilinois....... PETERS SHOE STORE 
Worthington, Minnesota.....THE WOLFF STORE 
Yonkers, New York..... WESTCHESTER BOOTERY 
Ypsilanti, Michigan ....... WILLOUGHBY BROS 
Zion, Illinois........ ..-.. .DUVAL SHOE STORE 


| 


he story of Sgt. Emmet Bell, who found his weakness 
in the arms of another man’s woman...and his 
strength in the power of another man’s God! 
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(Continued from page 32) . 
Dick looked miserable. 

“We'll have to go home,” he said. 

“T guess so.” 

“Look, Howard Hughes is sending a 
plane up for us tonight at 1] o’clock. We 
can get home faster that way.” 

“Okay,” said June. “I'll go pack.” 

By 10 o’clock, with super-Allyson effort, 
everything was back in the suitcases. 
Then they waited for the plane. It didn’t 
come at 1], it didn’t come at midnight, 
and by 1 a.m. it still hadn’t arrived. But 
there was a train that would take them 
out of there at 2. They decided to take it. 

This was a milk-type train, not equipped 
for vacationers, let alone a man in a cast. 
They sat together in the one seat available, 
Dick uncomfortable in his cast, and June 
barely able to see past it. 

“Please,” she said to the reasonable 
facsimile of a porter, “my husband is in 
pain. He simply must have a bed for the 
night. Can’t you find us something?” 

The man piled a mattress on top of 
their luggage for Dick. and June was 
given an 1890 style top berth. Dick was 
ensconced in his “lower,” and June was 
just dropping off into exhausted sleep 
when her husband’s voice floated up. 

“T need a pill,” he said. “This thing 
hurts. Can you get me a pill?” 

“Your pills are in my coat pocket,” 
said June. “Under your mattress.” 

Using the three arms belonging to the 
two of them. they managed to heave the 
mattress to one side and grab the pill 
bottle out of the coat pocket. Then 
Dick popped the pill into his mouth and 
found he couldn’t swallow it. By this time 
the pain was agonizing. “Could you get 
me a glass of water?” he said. 

“Sure.” said June, and then remem- 
bered that her robe was in a suitcase 
under Dick’s mattress. Not only that, 
the railroad employees were incommuni- 
cado, as had been proved when she tried 
to get help in the battle for the pills. 
There was no help for it—she simply 
had to wander through the train in her 
pajamas. She did, and still swears every 
man on the train was equipped with radar 
to detect Wandering Women Without 
What They Should Be Wearing. From 
Dick’s bed of pain to the first available 
water cooler, June encountered no less 
than seven males, all unaccountably roam- 
ing around in the middle of the night. 

The remainder of the trip continued to 
be every bit as ghastly as the beginning. 
Los Angeles looked wounderful. June had 
just entered the Powell living room when 
the telephone rang. It was the studio. 

“We need you for retakes in the morn- 
ing, at 8 a.m. Glad you’re back.” 

The next morning, in Make-up at 7:30, 
they asked about poor Dick. 

“Poor Dick is fine,” she said. “The 
doctor says the bone will heal quickly.” 

“But you,” they said, “you must have 
had a wonderful time.” 

And they never understood why Miss 
Allyson bared her teeth and growled. 


ELIZABETH TAYLOR: 
— a 
should 
have 
worn 


roller 
skates 


@ Elizabeth Taylor looked the part of a 
flirtatious Southern belle of the 1850's. 
Ebony curls danced provocatively as she 
walked and her wasp-waist was accentu- 
ated by a voluminous hoop skirt. 

It seemed like such a simple scene com- 
pared to the others in MGM’s Raintree 
County. In the past few days the script 
had called for Liz to lure co-star, Mont- 
gomery Clift, away from his childhood 
sweetheart, to vividly recall the horrors 
of her childhood, to give birth to a baby, 
and to throw a hysterical tantrum. 

Today was different. Clift, fully recoy- 
ered from his accident, merely had to 
walk into a photographer’s gallery. 
There, he was to see Elizabeth and ex- 
change a short greeting. 

So, while the stand-ins kept posted at 
the taped marks on the floor and the 
lights and camera were lined up, we 
talked with Liz, or rather, we listened 
as she tried out her Southern accent 
on us. 

“There’s something about these old- 
fashioned costumes,” she explained. “The 
minute I put one on [ refuse to get out 
of character. It just seems natural to 
talk with an accent. Marguerite Lamp- 
kin of Louisiana is my dialect coach, and 
we go oyer the script daily to be sure 
IT don’t slip north of the Mason-Dixon 
line.” 

Portraying a Southern vixen has of- 
fered other problems besides dialogue. 
A big headache was learning to manip- 
ulate the hoop skirts which measure 
twelve feet around and weigh a minimum 
of nine pounds. “I spent two days prac- 
ticing in front of a mirror,” Liz confided, 
“trying to copy that coquettish glide. 
Women of that era always looked as if 
they’re walking on melted butter. Frank- 
ly, I should have just worn roller skates.” 

Of course, Clift’s auto accident was 
the biggest set-back. Production had to 
be suspended six weeks. 

Director Edward Dmytryk interrupted 
our interview and called Liz and Monty 
for the scene. Monty walked in and was 
ready, but not Elizabeth. What with the 
scrims and screens, lights and mammoth 
new 65 mm camera, there was no room 
for Liz and her many splendored costume 
to get through. She tried both sideways 
and with a full frontal push, but to no 
avail. 

Finally, a crew member disassembled 
one of the sides of the set, hoisted it up 
on a crane, and waited while Liz glided 
in. Then, he lowered the wall around her. 


It's Gardol ! 

And No Other Toothpaste 
Helps Protect So Many 
People So Effectively 
and So Safely Against 
Both Bad Breath 
and Tooth Decay ! 
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HOW COLGATE’S WITH GARDOL 
FIGHTS TOOTH DECAY AND BAD BREATH ALL DAY! 


Colgate’s with Gardol helps 
stop bad breath all day for 
most people with just one 
brushing! Instantly sweeps 
away bacteria that cause bad 
breath originating in the 
mouth... gives youa cleaner, 
fresher breath all day! And 
Colgate’s famous flavor is 
preferred the world over! 


Unlike other leading tooth- 
pastes, Colgate Dental 
Cream forms an invisible, 
protective shield around teeth 
that fights decay all day! Ask 
your dentist how often to 
brush your teeth. But remem- 
ber! One Colgate brushing 
fights decay-causing bacteria 
12 hours—or more! 


Colgate’s with Gardol is safe—even for children under 
six. No other leading toothpaste* can give you long-lasting 
Gardol protection, with such complete safety for every 
member of your family! No other company can match +E 
Colgate’s 79 years of dentifrice research! Z BGs 


SAFE for Children of All Ages! 
SAFE to Use in All Water Areas! 


Makes teeth whiter— 
cannot stain or discolor! 


wile Guards Your Teeth 


>THE TOP THREE BRANDS 
AFTER COLGATE’S. 


GARDOL IS COLGATE’S TRADE-MARK 
FOR SODIUM N-LAUROYL SARCOSINATE, 


Cleans Your Breat 
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Mel Torme’s 
“Wild” West 


Wally Cox’s 
“Crazy” Habits 


Sal Mineo’s “Gal” 


TV TALK 


Mel Torme has not only changed his “velvet 
fog” voice, he also is finding other outlets for 
his talent besides singing. He wants to be an 
author. And, unlike many people in show busi- 
ness, he does more than talk about it or hire 
a ghost to do the actual work. After his un- 
happy marriage with Candy Toxton (now 
Mrs. Hal March) ended, Mel sat down and 
wrote a Western. What’s more, it’s a pretty 
good one. Mel has always been interested in 
the West, and has made a serious study of such 
people as Billy the Kid and Wyatt Earp and 
Bat Masterson. On top of that, he is fascinated 
by guns and owns a big collection of them. So 
both the historical background and the “shoot- 
?em-up” parts of his book are authentic . . . 
The Marilyn Monroe-Arthur Miller romance 
is of much longer standing than the news- 
papers would have you believe. Months before 
the columnists first learned about it, it was an 
old story to many of their friends. Way back 
when Marilyn was spending a lot of time with 
the Milton Greenes in their Connecticut home, 
she was seeing Miller, who had a, place nearby. 
Incidentally, you’ve heard of the old custom at 
theater openings of the audience crying “Au- 
thor! Author.” Well, it no longer happens on 
Broadway—except when one of Arthur 
Miller’s plays is opening. Then the cry goes up; 
and Miller, in his tuxedo, always comes out 
and takes a bow .. . We hope the people who 
work with Wally Cox on his new show have 
been briefed by his old co-workers on Wally’s 
little idiosyncrasies, especially where animals 
are concerned. They’d be wise, in fact, to es- 
chew using any animals at all, such is Wally’s 
excessive worry about how they’re treated. The 
SPCA has nothing on Wally. Once, when a 
script called for Wally to dip a couple of gold- 
fish from one tank to another, he refused to 
consider it until he had carefully checked and 
rechecked to make certain that the tempera- 
ture of the water in the first tank was exactly 
the same as the temperature of the water in 
the second ... Do you know the one man who’s 
responsible for all the new variety shows on 
tv? Ed Sullivan. His show has been such a 
success for so long that variety shows are the 
easiest things to sell to a sponsor. That’s the 
reason Ray Bolger, Herb Shriner, and Steve 
Allen all are using the variety format ... Our 
prediction for one of the biggest hits in the 
new Tv season: CBS-tv’s Air Power. This is 
a honey of a powerful show . . . Tv may steal 
another idea from radio—using one personality 
to introduce several different shows (like the 
way Dave Garroway pops in and out of 
Monitor). To give, say, Thursday night on 


36 NBC a continuity—and to keep you from dial- 
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Elizabeth Montgomery (daughter of Robert 
Montgomery) and Gig Young are so in love. 


ing out—the same emcee will keep popping up 
all evening long . . . Bert Lahr is known as 
one of the great clowns of our time, but he also 
is a very serious and intelligent man, with an 
amazing interest in and grasp of world affairs. 
... All the rumors you read about Bob Mont- 
gomery’s actress daughter Elizabeth and Gig 
Young are true. They are in love . . . Speaking 
of Bob Montgomery, that suave actor-pro- 
ducer-socialite, who delights in his deserved 
reputation as a raconteur, is beginning to look 
like—of all people!—Sherman Billingsley of 
the Stork Club. Two more dissimilar men 
couldn’t be found. Billingsley, of course, has 
trouble getting through even pretty simple 
sentences; he could never tackle the highly 
literate phraseology of Mr. Montgomery .. . 
The most important person in Sal Mineo's 
life is his mother, who is also his manager. 
When he’s in New York, he stays.with her up 
in the Bronx, and when he’s in Hollywood he 
calls her every single day without fail. Sal’s 
entire family takes an interest in his career; 
one of his older brothers, Mike, has started 
acting (and he’s doing very well on tv) and 
everyone from Mama to friends of the family 
helps Sal answer his fan mail. He needs help— 
there’s tons of it! Maria Riva has one of the 
most distinctive mink coats in show business. 
The skins instead of being vertical, are hori- 
zontal—even on the sleeves. And the skins are 
not all the same color; they alternate, one row 
dark, the next light. Sound strange? Looks 
wonderful! Maria, incidentally, is not always 
bubbling with good humor first thing in the 
morning. One a.m. she got into a cab with 
straggly hair and not one touch of makeup. 
“Elizabeth Arden’s,” she directed the driver. 
“You can use it,” he grinned at her. Maria was 
not amused .. . People who saw Anita Ekberg 
and Anthony Steel off on the plane from 
Rome to London right after their wedding 
could hardly keep from hooting with laughter. 
It was a mighty hot day in Italy that day, but 
the bride kept her glamorous mink coat on, for 
the benefit of the many photographers. Anita 
then, her fellow passengers reported, spent her 
entire flight time combing out her long blond 
hair, stopping only to don her mink again—for 
the benefit of the photographers who were 
waiting at the London Airport. All very differ- 
ent from some celebrities. How many times, 
for instance, have you seen pictures of the 
impeccably well-dressed—and wealthy—Grace 
Kelly or the Duchess of Windsor swathed in 
furs? ... There was, by the way, one aspect 
of the wedding in Monaco that was not picked 
up by the press, believe it or not. Here it is: 
Five members of the Kelly wedding party, in- 


Singer Mel Tormé, expert on frontier history 
and owner of a gun collection, writes Westerns. 


cluding brother Jack and his wife, flew from 
the states to Europe for the event on a tourist 
flight! It’s rather nice, after all the talk of 
splendor and suites on the Constitution and 
sumptuous palaces to find out that some of the 
Kelly family travel just like millions of other 
vacationing Americans . . . Two stars who sur- 
prise you when you meet them in person are 
Dewey Martin and Hal March. Both are 
much shorter than you’d think after seeing 
them on tv. Dewey, incidentally, is not exact- 
ly known for his chuminess during television 
rehearsals. Usually most of the actors go out 
together for a quick bite during their lunch 
break; Dewey prefers to be alone. Of course, 
he may just want to put a little extra study 
into his part. He’s serious about his career. As | 
is Hal. In fact, New Yorkers don’t usually see 
Hal at the splashy big opening nights; he’s 
more likely to show up, with his new wife 
(who is almost as tall as he is), at one of 
those serious little off-Broadway openings. Hal 
doesn’t go to the theater to Be Seen; he goes 
to learn about acting When Paddy 
Chayevsky is in a social group, he likes to be 
the center of attention. Paddy unconsciously 
seats himself so that he is in the center and 
all eyes can turn toward him easily; he then 
proceeds to “hold court” in a way. There’s 
nothing show-offy about his attitude; Paddy 
merely likes to talk and hand out opinions and 
wax witty. He has opinions and is witty, so 
his captive audience rarely complains. Paddy 
still hasn’t seen The Catered Affaiy in the 
movies. Although it was based on one of his 
TV plays, he had nothing to do with the film 
version (except make money by selling the film 
rights) and doesn’t consider that it’s his the 
way Marty was ... None of their friends were 
at all surprised by the breakup of the Edward 
G. Robinson marriage. It’s been coming on for 
years and years and years . . . Shirley Jones, 
up close in person, looks just as wholesome 
and peaches-and-cream as her most retouched 
photographs. She has, too, a placid air about 
her that is at great variance with most glamor 
girls. Where they rush or hide behind dark 
glasses or duck the crowds, Shirley just keeps 
smiling along. A great deal of inner poise for 
one so young and inexperienced . . .Siobhan 
McKenna is both friendly and humorous. Al- 
though the parts that have made her famous 
here (in Broadway’s The Chalk Garden, tv’s 
Cradle Song, George Bernard Shaw’s St. Joan) 
have been serious, Siobhan herself has a de- 
lightful sense of humor. She’s most hospitable 
too; if she meets some people she likes in New 
York. she invites them up to her sublet apart- 
ment for a drink and a game of chess. 
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“Yes, | use Lustre-Creme 
Shampoo,” says Deborah Kerr. 
It’s the favorite of 4 out of 5 top 
Hollywood movie stars! 


Als faite: 
Lustre - Creme 


Shampoo... 


It never dries your hair! Lustre- 
Creme Shampoo is blessed with 
lanolin . . . foams into rich lather, 
even in hardest water .. . leaves 
hair so easy to manage. 


It beautifies! For soft, bright, fra- 
grantly clean hair—without special 
after-rinses—choose the shampoo of 
America’s most glamorous women. 
Use the favorite of Hollywood movie 
stars— Lustre-Creme Shampoo. 


Never Dries— 
oqutifies | 
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co-starring in 
“THE PROUD AND PROFANE” 


A Paramount Picture in Vista Vision. 
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Weather can’t weaken it! 


Look, it’s here 
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Weatherproof Pin-Curl Permanent 


You know how ordinary pin-curl permanents are: they 
start to fade from the first shampoo, wilt on the first 


damp day. But Pin-Quick curls are locked in to last NEVE es f 
till you cut them off. You can geta softer, casual pin-curl Se ee a a 
wave that can’t weaken in wet weather. Can’t wash mons ce Quick i 

| out. With miracle-working Silicone, Pin-Quick helps pine scone H hi 

| keep your hair soft, lustrous, far easier to manage! paces! i b | 
And Pin-Quick’s new Lano-Clear Wave Lotion makes i sagen ate tH Wht 

| longer lasting curls, while it protects them with lanolin. aA 7 Stim eae hem aS | 

} Pin-Quick’s 5 times faster, too. Unlike other pin-curl - eee ) | 

| permanents, you can dry it safely im minutes with a 5 times faster! Dries in the sun or with a dryer in minutes. ih | 
dryer or in the sun. See how beautiful a wave can be— —gicyaRp HUDNUT GUARANTEES NEW PIN-QUICK TO LAST LONGER i] ih 


when it’s New Weatherproof Pin-Quick! $159 evus tax THAN ANY OTHER PIN-CURL PERMANENT—OR YOUR MONEY BACK! 


/, Hidden dirt is a beauty thief! 

Rub your face hard with a cotton 

} pad after ordinary, casual cleansing with 

your regular soap or face cream. See the 

ugly smudge the pad picks up? That’s 

deep-down dirt that casual cleansing 
| 
| 
| 
| 


misses . . . dirt that hides the fresh, 
natural prettiness of your complexion. 
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Beautifully clean after 60- 
second Palmolive facial! Rub 
your face the same way with a cotton pad 
after a 60-second massage with Palmolive 
Soap. Pad is still snowy-white . . . prov- 
ing that Palmolive care cleans deeper, 
cleans cleaner, cleans prettier! And mild 
Palmolive won’t irritate skin. 


U ior th yc thin You ONe. | 


and you Can prove it with a Palmolive bar! 


(uid and Quatre 


and wonderful for bath, too. 


/ew complexion beauty in just one minute? Yes, fair lady, yes! Because Palmolive care removes 
beauty- robbing hidden dirt that casual cleansing misses. And only a soap as mild as Palmolive can cleanse so 
deeply without irritation. Start Palmolive care today, and see your true complexion beauty come through! 


modern screen / september 1956 


Marilyn Monroe took 
my hand and pulled me 


| toward her a little apart from. || 
S the crowding, smiling faces of the | | 


sixty-five Indonesian newspapermen and 


dignitaries who had accompanied President Sukarno of i 


Indonesia to Hollywood. They were encircling her like bees around i | : 
a beautiful white flower. .. . “I just wanted to say a little private 
‘hello’ te 


you,” she said softly in that sleepy litile girl voice of hers. 
Vealways been good to me, always been my friend.” .. . 


‘nd yo ‘have always been honest with me,” I said, fully conscious H| | 
t the keen disappointment of the gentlemen from the other side | 


of the world who were so eager to get to Marilyn... . I asked ihe 


question that was uppermost in the minds of everyone where 


Marilyn was concerned, “Marilyn, what about your marriage to Arthur 


| Miller?” ... 
| 


please turn the page ““ 


louella parsons reports on “one of the 


(Continued from preceding page) 

That I had touched a sensitive topic was conveyed in the 
quick added pressure she gave my hand. “You know I have 
had two unhappy marriages. I want to be very, very sure 
this time.” 

The rest of her answer was unfortunately drowned out 
by noise, for by now the impatient Indonesians were com- 
pletely surrounding us eager to talk to, or just look at this girl 
whom they proudly told me was the blonde screen idol of 
their country and of all the Eastern world. 

The “most beautiful girl in the world,” I noticed was 
loving every minute of this adulation and excitement being 
every inch the glamorous movie queen as Josh Logan, Cher 
director in Bus Stop), host of the party, presented one 
wide-eyed admirer after the other to her. Marilyn literally 
Was eating it up. 

It wasn’t long after the Logan party that Marilyn an- 
swered my question. “This is the first time I’ve ever really 
been in love,” Marilyn Monroe’s usually soft voice actually 
sang with happiness when she called me from New York 
just a few days before her marriage to Arthur Miller. 

“Think of me getting such a wonderful husband— 
Arthur's a marvelous person. Not only a brilliant man but 


Photo of MM by Magnum 


a sweet, understanding human being.” 

Her excited voice went on: “Louella, I think you know 
better than anyone the unhappiness I have known. I’ve 
never really been happy in my life until now.” 

And then just like every other thrilled bride-to-be she 
told me quickly of their plans. “We're hoping to take a 
boat to Europe for our honeymoon. Won't that be grand— 
a honeymoon on a ship.” 

I reminded her: “Marilyn, you sound different from the 
time I talked with you at the Josh Logan cocktail party in 
Hollywood.” “Oh, I was just being on guard,” she laughed. 

They probably will be now honeymooning in the seclu- 
sion of the beautiful estate just outside London which 
Marilyn rented before she completed Bus Stop in Holly- 
wood preparatory to her residence in London making The 
Sleeping Prince with Laurence Olivier. 

It was known from the moment Marilyn leased the 
property that her business manager and mentor, Milton 
Greene and his wife and child (who had shared her Beverly 
Hills home until she was taken ill during Bus Stop and 
moved into an apartment) would NOT reside with her in 
the large English house. 

Marilyn is a girl who does not like to live alone. There- 


strangest romantic matches of all time” 


fore, the gossips deduced that she planned to occupy the 
place with someone else—the best guess being that the 
“someone” could jolly well be her bridegroom, Miller. 

That these two should fall in love will, I am sure, go down 
in theatrical history as one of the strangest romantic matches 
of all time. 

Both technically in “show business,” their particular 
niches are as far apart as the poles. 

Marilyn, the gorgeous sensationalist . . . the sex symbol 
of the world, the luscious blonde who has lived in headlines. 

And, Arthur Miller, the tall (six-foot-two), dark, gaunt, 
brooding playwright who guards his privacy like it was the 
gold in Fort Knox and who has never been associated with 
anything but the most cultural and arty in the theatre. 

As I look back on the past year of Marilyn’s life, what 
amazes me most is not that she is in love again but that for 
so many months, in which she was never out of the spotlight, 
she was able to keep the identity of the REAL man in her 
life such a deep dyed secret. 

It was not until Miller was on the verge of leaving New 
York for Reno to divorce Mary Grace Slattery, his Irish wife 
of many years (they have a boy and a girl age eight and 
nine ) that the talk broke into the gossip columns. 


Before this, it had been well circulated that any number 
of men were pursuing Marilyn. It was printed that Marilyn 
was still seeing her ex, Joe Di Maggio, the former baseball 
star well touted as still carrying the torch. Another “hot” 
rumor was that the millionaire head of a broadcasting com- 
pany had fallen for Marilyn. The name of Marlon Brando 
Cwith whom she dined once) was also linked with the 
Monroe. 

All the time she was suspended and off salary from 20th 
Century-Fox for turning down two pictures and had entered 
herself as a “student” at the Actor’s Studio in New York, 
you'd hear: 

“Where is she getting the money to live in a suite at the 
Waldorf-Astoria?” And, after she moved from there, “It 
costs even more to live on Sutton Place in her new quarters. 
Some rich man must be interested in her independent com- 
pany, or more likely, even more interested in Monroe.” 

Of course, Marilyn heard this gossip. She has always been 
very hep to everything that is being said about her. But it is 
typical of this girl I’ve known for so many years—ever since 
the late Johnny Hyde (the agent who started her in Holly- 
wood ) brought her to my house—that she made no effort to 
silence the untrue gossip. Marilyn can.( Continued on page 96 ) 
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Arthur Miller (above) 
skinny, sensitive playwright and (left) 
the sexiest woman in the world 
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Rock discloses: 


the 

little 
things 
that 
make 

a 
husband 


happy 


PE ES ice a a ¢ ier icant Ham a 


by Jane Wilkie 


@ He reminded me of a big, happy puppy dog who doesn’t know which 
bone to chew first. I never saw anything like it. Rock Hudson 
strode into his dressing room wearing Army coveralls of heavy khaki 


~ and enormous Army boots (he was making Battle Hymn) and in- 


formed me with a great sigh of satisfaction that he was very comfort- 
able. It seems that that morning, for art’s sake, he’d been doused from 
head to foot with water, and had just changed clothes. “This is all I 
have on,” he beamed. 

Those were his first words, but they sure weren't his last. For a 
guy who's supposed not to want to talk—you couldn't stop him. And 
comfortable? Inside and out! . 

The first thing he did was take off his boots, and wiggle his bare 
toes in my direction. 

“You mind feet?” he inquired. 

“I’m not squeamish,” I said. “But how about Phyllis? What does 
she do when you appear barefoot?” 

“She takes off her shoes, too.” 

“Does Phyllis knit socks for you?” 

“No.” 

“Does she darn your old ones?” 

“I don’t get holes in my socks.” 
band! 

“How’s the dog?” I asked him. 

“He’s fine.” 

“Where does he sleep?” 

“With us. Demi has very nice bedroom manners,” he assured me. 
“Tell you something, though. He’s too dependent on Phyllis. We went 
to Palm Springs for the weekend and left the pup with Pat, and when 
we got back he had a bad case of the shakes.” 

“Poodles are like that,” I said. “I wonder how he'll react when 
there are children for Phyllis to love.” 

“We're not having any—yet,” he said. 

“Hmmm,” I said. “What are you going to do about the house?” 

“We're going to stay put for a while.” 

“How about drawer space? Have you bought any bureaus yet?” 

“Completely furnished.” 

“But the closets? When I was up there Phyllis didn’t have a closet 
to her name. Your shirts were hogging all the hangers.” 

“You know that other bedroom? The little one? Phyllis is deco- 
rating that one for her dressing room.” 

“When you decorate,” I asked him, “do you and Phyllis agree on 
colors?” 

“I like ’em bright, she likes ‘em subdued. So she went out and 
bought a noisy red chair for the living room. And when I came home 
and saw it I said, ‘Don’t you think that’s a (Continued on page 76) 


He smiled proudly. A model hus- 
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by LEE CORDNER 


m@ About a year ago, on Wednesday, 

July 20, 1955, at shortly after five o'clock 
of a smoggy Los Angeles afternoon, Esther 
Williams, 32, formerly employed by the 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Studios as an 


. actress, drove her late-model Cadillac 


through the MGM gate on her way home. 
Esther was going home to her 

husband, Ben Gage, and her children, 

Benjie, 612, Kimmie, 512, and Susie, 112, 

with extensive plans for a “new” career. 
Now it’s a familiar gambit to write 

of the “new” Esther Williams or the 

“new” any other movie star. Yet it is a 

matter of observed fact that Esther today is 

quite different from the Esther Williams 

I first met back in 1949. She lived 

then in a ridiculously small house 

tagged “Hodge-Podge Lodge” by her friends. 

She was one of MGM’s most dependable 

stars, meaning money-makers. Ben 

had a local tv show called The Rumpus 

Room. Benjie was only a matter of months 


old and Esther was fighting the 


- good fight with the diapers. 


Two years later, in 1951, I sat across 
from Esther in the “keeping room” of her 
brand new farm house. It was 
Kimmie’s turn to be only a matter of months 
old. Ben had given up the Tv show 
to devote his full attention to managing 
the various business enterprises that 
Esther kept getting into. And Esther was 
still the dependable movie star. 

“I’m no Ethel Barrymore,” she said to me 
that night. “I have no illusions about 
myself as an actress. Wet, I’m good. 

Dry, I’m nothing. The minute the public 
gets tired of seeing me dripping wet, 

I’m going to quit and come home and spend 
the rest of my life being a wife and mother.” 

I knew Esther well enough to know she 
wasn’t kidding and.that she meant 
every word of it. I also knew her 
well enough to know that she was an 
exceptionally gifted wife and mother and 
that the “husband and kiddies” routine 
was no false front. 

Yet five years Cand one daughter) later, 
Esther walked away from MGM with 
plans to keep herself busier than the 
studio had ever dreamed of keeping her, 
Why? And what was to happen to the 
children, the ones with whom she was 
going to spend so much time when she quit? 

“The lethargy of staying at the studio 
was getting me down. I just couldn’t 
sit there any more. We stretched one basic 
script out over a period of fourteen years 
and twenty-two pictures. Except for 
the costumes and the locale, they were all 
the same. All of a sudden I had to prove 
that it didn’t have to cost over $3,000,000 
to make a picture with me and that 
without forty-eight dancing girls backing 
me up I was nothing. It kind of 
made me mad to have people think 
I couldn’t do anything else but stand there 
dripping wet and then dive back 
into the pool again.” 

As for the children, Hollywood had long 
since learned for itself that the three 
Gage kids come (Continued on page 94) 


Esther and husband Ben with sons 
Benjie and Kimmie 
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knew what 
fame was— 
what she 
wanted 

now was 
some fun... - 


the Damones’ design for living: 


| the den- 
with a house 
around it 
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Vic Damone is on the road a good deal, singing, shows up 

at their 10-room house at all hours of day and night. Pier, who 
gagets lonesome, is likely to pack Perry at any moment, 

and want tand the baby has taken so well to life in a trunk that he 
actually went to Holland all by himself—or almost! 
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When they are home, though, they collapse happily in the 
den (top), use the formal living room (directly above) as a workshop! 
The pink bedroom (left) took Pier the longest to decorate. 


by MARVA PETERSON 


m “Say, Vic, you sure you want to go 
home at this hour?” asked the cab 
driver who had just picked Vic Damone 
up at the airport. He’d recognized his 
famous fare and already he had Vic’s 
best interests at heart. “Four a.m. is an 
ungodly time for a man to be arriving 
home. My old lady would murder me 
if I barged in at this hour.” 

“Singers and traveling salesmen keep 
strange hours,” Vic commented sleep- 
ily. “Tl risk it.” 

The risk wasn’t too great. Pier ex- 
pected him home some time that night. 
Vic had called her that morning from 
New York, as he always does when they 
are in separate cities. He’d told her how 
much he loved her, how he missed her, 
and that after (Continued on page 70) 


Natalie Wood: 


“LET'S oa 


Nick Adams 


Perry Lopez 


ROMANCES 
STRAIGHT!” 


@ There was the story that she had eloped with Raymond Burr. 
Then another story that Tab Hunter had talked her into running 
off with him, closely followed (the story, that is) by a report 

that she had taken the fatal plunge with Nick Adams. 

None of these were true, of course. Actually, Natalie Wood 
has never even been engaged —although this doesn’t mean too much 
because she has said that she never will be engaged to anyone. : 
Exact quote: “Engagements slow me down. I won't get married 
that way. If a boy I love and I are sitting somewhere, and we 
suddenly decide to get married, we'll up and go. That’s 
how it will happen.” 

But the truth is that it is not apt to happen in the near future, 
not even with the most favored candidate for her heart, Scott 
Marlowe, young actor from the Actors Studio group in New York, 
who is just getting his start in Hollywood. 

Of course, Scott, Raymond, Tab and Nick are not the only “He” 
interests in Natalie’s life; other names which fall from her lips 
these days when she talks boys include Sal Mineo (“He’s just a 
doll!”), Martin Millner, Dennis Hopper, Bob Vaughn, Perry 
Lopez and James Stroman. One day, while lunching with her girl 
friend Jackie Eastes, Natalie wrote down the words “Let’s Get 
My Romances Straight” and then listed the names of the boys 
mentioned above, numbering them, apparently in order of preference. 

At the top of the list was Scott. Second was Nick Adams, with 
whom she worked in Rebel Without A Cause. Then came 
Raymond, who was with her in Cry In The Night last year, followed 
by Martin Millner and Bob Vaughn. Tab Hunter didn’t show Number-one man 
up until sixth. Sal was seventh and Dennis Hopper eighth. Scott Marlowe 

The list was made at the time Natalie was being co-starred with 
Tab in Warner Brothers’ The Girl He Left Behind, and it is 
Tab whom she has known the longest in her life—ever since she 
was twelve (she was eighteen last July 20th). And she has 
been going out with him ever since. they first met, for that matter. 
But there is definitely no real romance between them. 

“We never even think about ourselves that way,” she explained 
once. 

“Why not?” she was asked. 

“Oh, the chemistry is wrong or (Continued on page 84) 
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DEWEY MARTIN tells his story: 
The Poor Kid From The South 


AS TOLD TO LOU LARKIN 


& You know, a few years ago when I made my first 
picture, I got more money at one time than I'd ever had 

in my life. So I sat my mom down one evening and asked 
what she wanted more than anything else. “You name it, 
Mom,” I said, “I'll get it for you.” 

Mom looked at me as though I were still a little child. She 
thought for a minute and then said, “People that are happy don’t 
want anything, but to stay happy. Thank you for offering, 
son, but I don’t need to be any more pleased than I am.” 

That's the way my mom is. But she has good reason to be 
happy now. So do I, I think. Mom and I didn’t always have it 
this easy. Not by a long, long shot. There’s one thing you 
ought to know first.I’m thirty-four (Continued on page 88) 
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RITA MORENO: I Fled 
The New York Slums 


m@ Three years ago I went back to visit 
the little room in the Bronx flat in the New York 
slums in which we had lived, my mother, 
my brother and I—and I was horrified. It was so 
small, so drab and dark, so crowded with all the pos- 
sessions of a whole family living there in one room, the same 
way it had been when I lived there with my family. 

I told the people in the room that once it had been my 
home and they looked back at me with dull eyes, 
taking in my new clothes without envy, but seeming 
to ask a question: How had I ever escaped? 
How had I? 
It was a long, hard struggle. 
There are about a half million (Continued on page 92) 


*=Kima @ 
gay adventures 
in Kurope 


Av inal dong by Martl Root, ar Traueling companion 
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Kim and Muriel Roberts 

settle down on the Ile de France for 
‘their exciting journey to Europe. 


m April 14: ANCHORS AWEIGH: Kim and I got no sleep last 
night. Who could sleep? Both of us too excited. 3 in the morning: Kim 
decides to have a last minute review of her French verbs. 
“Je vais. Nous allons. Vous allez.” Fine. (I think.) 4 a.m.: 
Kim remembers some items we forgot to pack. Spend next hour looking 
for them. 5 a.m.: Time to bathe and dress if we want to arrive at 
the dock early. 8 a.m.: Up the ramp and on to our stateroom on 
the Ile de France. This is our stateroom??? It appears to be a combination 
Stork Club, greenhouse and day nursery. : 

There’s a surprise Champagne Bon Voyage party. All her good 
friends attend and there are roses on the tables, violets on the 
chairs, lilacs on top of the trunks, camellias floating in the bathtub, and 
baskets on the beds. (Do we sleep in a spare life-boat tonight???) 
2 in the afternoon: When our guests leave, Kim and I make our 
way to the promenade deck for our last look for nearly two 
whole months at America. We become homesick. Decide to return 
to the cabin to unpack. Find invitations to join the 
Officers of the Bridge later in the evening. Kim thrilled—but 
sleepy. Napped from 3 to 7. Awoke. Wanted some soup 
before dressing to meet Officers of the Bridge. Fell asleep again before 
finishing soup. It’s now 11 p.m. and no sign of life from the 
adjoining room. Haven't the heart to wake Kim. Know she'll 
hate to disappoint the Officers of the Bridge . . 

April 15: We got our sea legs today. Attended Mass in the morning. 
Kim spent most of the day exploring the ship and posing for pictures 
with and for our fellow passengers. In evening she was guest of 
honor at a private dinner party given by Ship Commander Roger Lombard, 
Through some top secret and mysterious manner the Commander had 
found out that three was Kim’s lucky number. So he arranged 
to have all the courses served in threes, with the waiters 
each coming around three times. There were three salads, three 
entrees, three desserts, three bottles of (Continued on page 57) 


“We want Kim,’ shouted Frenchmen Kim and Ginger Rogers have a taste of 
wherever Kim appeared. In fact, she be- shrimp. This was Kim’s- first attempt at rich 
came the country’s most talked about star. French food so she ate carefully for a few days. 


on the gay French Riviera all the | 


’s adventures 


Kim 


Kim toured Cannes on a rented bicycle. A few nights later, she attended a party hosted by Aly Khan; told him her impressions while dancing. 


She could have danced 
all night—and did until 
four am —with Egyptian, 
French and Italian 
members of the press 
(notice Kim doing 

the cha-cha). Even 
director Otto Preminger 
got to dance with Kim 


men pursued her 


igs 


(Continued from page 54) champagne (ooh-la-la), etc. 
After the hors d’oeuvres Kim whispered to me, “What 
shall I do, I'll never make it?” She needn’t have 
worried. For whenever she put down her fork for a 
moment to say something to one of the guests at our 
table, a gallant (though slightly over-anxious) waiter 
whisked away her plate. Didn’t matter whether she 
had even tasted the food or not. This wasn’t too up- 
setting until dessert time came along. The chief chef 
had whipped up a most fabulous strawberry soufflé. 
When Kim tasted it her eyes widened with pure de- 
light. Then the Commander asked Kim something. 
And that was that. Wish I had our camera with me 
to snap the stricken expression on Kim’s face when 
she finished answering and discovered her fabulous 
soufflé had been replaced by glacé vanille. (Translation: 
plain vanilla ice-cream.) Pi 

After dinner, the gala in the ship’s ballroom. To Kim 
it was all very much like a prom—but on a mag- 
nificent scale. And the girl who had never been to a 
prom of any kind in her (Continued on next page) 


Aly gazes at Kim. The girl to right is Bettina, his current flame. 


Rupert Allan, her escort, brings a tired Kim back to the hotel. 


French gasped at Kim's outfit traveling 


to Italy, 
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~ wo 


‘When Kim went to Venice, he joined her and they took a gondola sail. 


Kim’s adventures: in Italy, the land of romance, |: 


(Continued from page 57) whole life 

was now Queen of the Ball. The 
Commander, who is as French as 
French can be, led her to the center 
of the floor for the first waltz and all 
the other couples retired to the side of 
the room. For ten minutes Kim and the 
Captain were the sole dancers in the 
huge ballroom. It was like something 
out of an old Viennese operetta and I 
could see by the look in Kim’s eyes that 
she was relishing every moment of it. 
Because the Commander wanted to 
avoid a mutiny, he eventually, if re- 
luctantly, stepped aside to allow the 


other officers and gentlemen of the Ile 
de France. to have their turn. Kim’s 
theme song tonight might well have 
been “I Could Have Danced All Night.” 
She did. The sun was peeping through 
on the starboard side, when she turned 
in, still talking dreamily about proms 
and gallant Frenchmen and . . . long 
lost strawberry soufflés. 

April 17: Rough angry seas. Neither 
strawberry soufflés nor any other de- 
light could have enticed our gal today. 
I woke at noon. Heard moaning coming 
from Kim’s room. Hurried next door 
and found I now had one pea-green 


traveling companion. 

“Muriel, I'm awfully 
wailed. 

“You're just a rotten sailor,” I an- 
swered, refusing to admit that the 
heaving and tossing of the ship were 
making me feel a little squeamish too. 

“Can’t help it. I’m awfully sick.” 
And back went her head underneath 
the pillow. 

Consulted my handbook for advice 
on the Care and Coddling of Sea-Sick 
Sirens. 

Returned stocked with dramamine 
and various and sundry other types of 


sick? asheme: 


ds. La al 


Kim toured Rome with the Count, went to the Colosseum. 


Kim visited the Italian Museum, the Vatican and St. Peter’s (above). 


, ate te Pecanus 


_She found a special guy 


pills invented for just such emer- 
gencies. My patient consumed - them 
all without protest, and fell off to sleep 
again. 

Decided to write some letters plus 
a note to the Officers of the Bridge ex- 
pressing regrets—but we would be un- 
able to join them for dinner. Shipboard 
version of rock and roll got steadily 
worse. Decided to lie down myself. 
Suddenly heard a tremendous crash. 
Sounded as if the ship had struck an 
iceberg. (Are there icebergs in this part 
of the Atlantic?) Scrambled out of 
bed and dashed into Kim’s room. Found 


her cowered in the top left hand corner 
of her bed, her green complexion now 
a chalky white. The poor thing was 
scared to death and I needed no ex- 
planation why. The reason was obvious. 
Kim’s five foot trunk, unable to hold 
ground due to the ship’s violent motion, 
had toppled over, strewing Kim’s clothes 
all around the room. The trunk itself 
Was now occupying a greater portion 
of Kim’s bed. Fortunately she had 
awakened in time to see it coming and 
had been able to pull herself out of 
its direct path. Spent the next hour get- 
ting clothes and (Continued on page 98 ) 


Kim, Muriel and the Count picnicked 
in Venice, where Kim sketched ai 
everything in sight and also agreed 
to pose on a sand-bar for her bi | 
friends. Muriel found the Count 
a thoughtful and wonderful person. 
In his mid-thirties, he is a genuine \ 
nobleman as well as a successful busi- veal 
nessman. From Venice Kim traveled | | 
| 


to Paris (with the Count following), Ht 
then London, then aboard the 
United States for the trip home. 
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DA ee RE TT ES TI RR RET sete 


By Jane’s Aunt Ernestine Henry 


@ At the age of fifteen Jane took a notion to come and live with me in 
Fontana for a couple of semesters. I can’t say it was the most tranquil period 
of my life, but I wouldn’t have missed it for all the tea in China. 
I still cherish a compliment she paid me. “You're so much like Mother, | 
i never get homesick. Except Mother says, ‘Oh dear, somebody phoned—’ and 
for all she remembers, it might be the king of Siam. Yow say, 
| ‘Jimmy phoned at 5 after 6, he wants to take you to the picnic Sunday 
and he’ll call again at 7 to find out.’ How about moving back to 
i the valley, Aunt Ernie, so you can take my messages for me?” 
| 


You can imagine the rejoicing when Jane came to stay with us. At 
fifteen, she’d developed. Nature’d given her a lovely face. Yes, and lovely 
curves too. And here I’m going to digress for a minute to get a load 
off my chest. I’ve said it till I’m blue in the face. Now I’m 
telling the world. From The Outlaw on through Mamie Stover, I've sat 
through Jane’s pictures in a kind of dazed fascination. I make no 
pretense at being a critic of the arts, but I do make this statement. She’s 
got to be a good actress, for that girl on the screen isn’t any more 
like my niece than I’m like a gazebo. If you’re old enough to know 
what a gazebo is. 

They've built her up as a sexboat. Professionally, it’s paid off and 
she’s grateful. Personally, it hasn’t changed (Continued on page 72) 


the incredible D OUB 


Evenings at the Allens’ Park Avenue 
apartment are quiet—except for the sound of 
Steve’s typewriter, and Jayne’s chatter. 
When guests come over he quits writing— 

but that doesw’t mean he talks! Mostly he _ 
stares at the wall and listens happily to 
Jayne, who bubbles in private the way 
Steve does on television. 
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LIFE 


of Steve Allen 


by ALICE HOFFMAN 


@ You would not recognize the Steve Allen you 
know from Tonight if you sat around and talked 
to him in person. 

When you see Steve on his show, you see a 
genial fellow who plays a pretty mean piano; who 
sings, not quite like Bing, but nice and relaxed; 
who cracks jokes, some of them his own; who 
ad-libs with a flair; who mugs a little, and who 
may even shuffle off to Buffalo. Seemingly 
the easiest-going of guys, he does all sorts of crazy 
things on camera. He rolls up his trousers 
to prove he has knobby knees (he has); he swims; 
plays a little basketball; talks to a snake; feeds 
a porpoise; goes out on the street to sell 
newspapers~or, dressed like a cop, stops the traffic 
in front of NBC’s Hudson Theatre. A spon- 
taneous fellow, you'd say, with hardly any worries 
in the world. He’d be the life of any party. 

Oh yeah? 

Steve away from the cameras is an hombre of 
a different hue. He is quiet to the point of 
silence. Alone with. you, he does not look you in 
the eye. He will answer questions, in his 
diffident way, but he hardly ever offers any 
information, seldom makes a sudden observation. 
What may sound spontaneous often turns out . 
to be an Allen cliché that he has pulled many 
times. You soon find out that you have to 
handle all the small talk and most of the big talk too. 

Entertaining in his own living room, he makes 
like a clam. He has been known to spend 
an entire evening sitting on the floor, his back 
to his company, watching television! 

At first you think, “Maybe he has a hangover.” 
But no, because Steve doesn’t drink enough to 
call it drinking. Most people could take his 
monthly ration of grog at one sitting and not 
even think of hiccupping. He may quaff beer 
for commercials, but off screen he has trouble 
worrying down more than (Continued on page 77) 


ANITA’S PRE-MARITAL ANTICS 


@ We couldn't believe our ears when 
we heard what she had to say. 

Mopvern ScREEN finds Miss Ek- 
berg’s views at once shocking and 
stimulating. We disagree with what 
she says, but are presenting her con- 
troversial notions to you, unexpur- 
gated, in Anita’s own words, so that 
you can make up your own mind about 
them. 

Independent and unorthodox Anita 
delivered her latest unconventional 
opinions about love just a few weeks 
before her marriage, when she an- 
nounced that “I#s nobody's business 
‘but my own if I had twelve affairs up 
until the day I’m married.” Until 
this unusual attitude, Anita was 
amazed at Hollywood's reaction to her 
friendship with Michael Rennie in 
the last weeks before her marriage to 
Anthony Steel. To her it seemed 
laughable that anyone paid any spe- 
cial attention to the quiet dinners for 
two they had. She also saw no reason 
why anyone should question the pro- 
priety of Michael visiting her at home. 
However Rennie was _ captivated, 
Hollywood was gossiping, and we 
think Anita was secretly pleased by it 
all. 

Her story on Rennie is this: “I met 
Michael two years ago. I'd always had 
a crush on him since I saw him in 
The Day The Earth Stood Still. He’s 
so handsome, so smart. I think if I'd 
really gotten to know him before I 
met and fell in love with Tony, some- 
thing interesting between us might 
have developed . . . But I never actu- 
ally knew him until I came on the 
Paramount lot. I was in Hollywood Or 
Bust; he was in The Loves Of Omar 
Khayyam. He came on the set to visit 
me. You know how people can em- 
brace and kiss on a movie set. It was 
so with us, but before you know it, 
some extras are calling columnists.” 
(Again we wonder if Anita was dis- 
pleased). “They called me and I said, 
‘Ridiculous. We are simply friends.’ 
Can't people be friends without every- 
one making something out of it? Why 
can't I admire and like someone else 
just because I am engaged to be mar- 
ried?” 

Anita has been linked romantically 


icy 


with many men from Ty Power to 
Frank Sinatra. But she insists she had 
only one previous serious love affair 
before Steel—and that broke up for 
the daffiest reason! 

For more than a year Anita and the 
gentleman dated steadily. According 
to Anita, he refused to buy her a $12,- 
000 mink coat which she believed she 
badly needed to further her career. 

“It wasn't as if he didn’t have the 
money,” Anita said petulantly. “He has 
lots of money. The furrier even prom- 
ised to let me have the coat for less 
than half price just for the promotion 
he would get from my wearing it. But 
he wouldn't buy it. In other ways he 
was a gracious, charming host. But not 
when it came to the coat. 

I said I would make the money up 
to him, pay it all back. No, I didn't 
get the coat, It burned me up. You 
should be able to depend on someone 
who is supposed to love you. 

After I broke up with him, he a 
calling me out here from New York 
every day, right up until the time to 


- go to Italy. Now he sees his mistake. 


He’s willing to buy me not only the 
coat but anything else. But it’s too late. 

Ii will be some other girl who will 
benefit by my experience with him in 
the future. When she asks him for a 
fur coat, he will not be so reluctant 
to give it to her. 

In the meantime, I shall be divine- 
ly happy as Mrs. Steel.” 


ON LOVING ANTHONY STEEL 


. ee! fell in love with Tony the night 


I met him. I'd seen him in English 


_ pictures in Sweden. Oh God, he’s 


handsome. 

I was winding up work on Zarak 
with Victor Mature and Michael Wild- 
ing.in London. The publicity man on 
the picture called me up. He said that 
Mr. Steel (whom he knew) wanted 
very much for me to go to a premiére 
with him in three weeks. 

I do not go on blind dates. Tell 
him no’, I said. 

Instead, he connived with the 
publicist and the night of the premiére 
I was invited to an informal little 
party in the Savoy Hotel. I had arrived 
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‘and was in the middle of my first 


drink when in he walked, wearing a 
tuxedo. 

‘Oh, oh,’ I thought. ‘What’s this.’ 

I soon found out. After introduc- 
tions and a couple of drinks together, 
I went to the premiére with him. 

I liked what I met and saw. He was 
very sweet at the picture. It was The 
Conqueror. He grabbed my hand 
through half of the picture. After- 
wards, we went to one night club after 
another. He didn’t bring me home 
until four. By then I was so much in 
love. 

We saw each other constantly after 
that. We were always together, every- 
where, even when I was working at 
the studio. 

Anthony flew home with me to 
Malmo, Sweden to meet my. parents 
and brothers and sisters. My visit, my 
first in four years, was cut short after 
two days when I was called back to 
London for retakes. 

Then I returned to Hollywood to 
start Back From Eternity at RKO. 
Anthony followed in ten days. He 


stayed as long as he could. Before he 


left he proposed and I accepted. Then 
he flew to Italy to begin his own pic- 
ture. It was there that I joined him 
for the wedding when my own pic- 
tures were finished. 

We have our future pretty well 
blue-printed. It calls for a Hollywood 
home for now. Eventually we may live 
in Italy because we both love it there. 

oO me, marriage is more than just 
the physical, the mutual attractiveness 
to each other. I think it would be 
pretty poor if Tony married me for 
only my physical appeal. There must 
be a meeting of the minds. Tony 
does not act like an actor when he is 


away from his work. When we're to- 


gether, we never talk about acting. We 
talk about everything else. Travel, 


life, people. he) 


ON KEEPING TONY SATISFIED 


@@ After six months, the honey- 
moon is probably over. We may go to 
a party. Perhaps my husband is at- 
tracted to another beautiful girl. Let 
him flirt. I don’t care. 

I would want Tony to appear inter- 


esting to other women. It was his at- 
tractiveness that first drew me to him. 
I wouldn't want him to lose it. 

If he really loves me, then I can be 
very sure of him. He may go around 
the corner or out on the porch and 
neck with her. But that’s about it. 

You try and lock him away from 
others and you remove the fascination 
that made him attractive to you in 
the first place. 

If Tony had to be away from me 
many months where there were no 
other women, I could understand if 


he saw a lot of his leading lady. It 


would not mean they were in love or 
that Tony did not love me anymore. 

In my opinion, most American 
women hold on too tightly to their 
husbands. 

A wife has no reason to take her 
husband's freedom away from him. 
And he has no reason to answer to her 
for his freedom. If he loves her, he 
will be back. His time is not hers to 
take away from him. 

Here husbands have to have per- 
mission to go out of the house. Why 
should they? And why ‘should they 
have to explain where they are go- 
ing? It’s none of the wife’s business 
where they are going. 

If you give a husband a long rope, 
he will hang himself sooner or later, 
if that is his intent. Otherwise, he will 
come back of his own accord. Where- 
as, if you hold the leash too tightly, 


he will cut the rope. ee 


ON LIKING OTHER MEN 


@@ Jus because I am marrying him 
does not mean that I shall never look 
at another man again. Why should 
all your attraction for the opposite sex 
be over when you are engaged or mar- 
ried? 

I have an admiration for all men. 
Like that Cary Grant. I adore him. If 
that admiration dies, you might as 
well kill yourself. 

In fact, I don’t see why your hus- 
band would want you if you did not 
appear attractive in the eyes of other 
men or if you did not note that other 
men were also attractive. 

I hate anyone trying to tell me I 
can’t do this, I can’t do that. &® 


\ 


Anita will soon blossom out 11 RKO's Back From Eternity, 
Paramount's War and Peace, and Hal Wallis’ Hollywood or Bust. 
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“John Wayne’s 
children tell all 


@ It was one of the last nights the Wayne 
kids would ever spend as “a family, all together,” 
and they were making the most of it. Giggling, 
eating, reminiscing—the works. After all, 
things were changing. Toni was getting ready to 
get married (did, too, a few weeks later), 
Pat was disappearing on location trips all the 
time now that he was in the movies, Melinda, 
having turned fifteen, was concentrating on 
boys, Michael at twenty-one was a full-fledged 
business man, about ready to put his giggling days 
behind him forever. So when they found 
themselves all home on the same evening, for 
once in a blue moon, they flopped down all 
over the living room, and gabbed. It was Toni who 
got onto the subject of their father, merely 
by pulling a new lipstick out of her bag and 
showing it to Melinda. 

“Remember,” Toni said thoughtfully, “Dad’s 
face the first time he saw me in lipstick?” 

“Oh, boy,” Michael chortled. “Was that 
something! How old were you—about ten?” 

“I was not,” Toni said indignantly, “I was at least 
fourteen. And all the girls at school were 
wearing lipstick, so naturally, I did, too. And 
then Dad came over to the house one day, 
and when I walked in he hit the ceiling. “You’ve 
got make-up on,’ he bellowed. ‘Oh, come on,’ 
I said. ‘T’m almost fifteen, Dad.’ You'd have thought 
I had it smeared an inch thick from the 
fuss he made!” 

“I don’t see why you had so much trouble,” 
Melinda put in. “I never did.” 

“Naturally,” Toni said. “I broke the ice for 
you. You had a cinch. Why, when you 
got your first formal—” 

“Dad went shopping with me,” Melinda fe - 
interrupted. “I didn’t know he knew anything There are two sides : 


about women’s clothes, but he has pretty good taste.” ’ 
“You see?” Toni said. “Whereas when I got to every story. In October’s 


my first evening dress he really flipped. Modern Screen John Wayne 
He stood there looking at me for ages and then will answer back. 

all he could get out was, “You're grown up!’ 

Though I must say he recovered O.K. That was 

the time he took me to my junior prom in high 

school, and it was a very nice evening—even 

though he dances some (Continued on page 87) 


' Toni, Pat iviennan M ichael 
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The teams line up and play ball— It started out as a game— 
the hard way. Just about to catch the ball is and turned out to be a wrestling match 
Gayle, who found Sal to be a pillar of Strength, with the girls sharing the honors. 


Gayle hurries the gang 
toward the beach through fields 


neay Sal’s Bronx, N.Y. home. 


aa BEACH 
PARTY 


“Tast one over isa...” TES 
That’s all Sal had to say and 

the gang fairly flew over 

the fence leading to the 

beach. That’s Jack Stewart 
with the radio, Sal, Loretta 
Schatzkin, Gayle Sheldon 
(who was Sal’s date), 

Phyllis Roseman and Sal’s 
brother, Mike. The giris all 
model, and Gayle is also a 
budding actress. 


and had a ball! 


| They picked straws to see who'd 
do all the cooking and lucky Sal won. 
Everyone shared in the eating! 


[ 
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GUY 
A BREAK 


All Ben Cooper 
wanted was to go 
swimming in the 
rain. Was that such 
an unreasonable 
request? 


Ben had been looking for- 

ward to Dick Kaliman’s swim- 
ming party, even in a downpour. 
Margaret O’Brien and 

Norma LaRoche plied him with music 
—but all Ben would sing 

was “I Love To Go Swimmin’ With 
Wimmer.” He played “Over 

The Waves!” three times. When 
food came around, he wouldn’t eat. 
“Come on out and at least 
watch while I swim!” Finally 
they gave in. Ben stripped, 

splashed, swam, then asked Dick: 
“Give me a hand getting out.’ And 
that is how Dick Kallman got to go 
swimming with his clothes on. 


the den with a house around it 


(Continued from page 49) he wound up 
the recording date he’d be on the next 
flight out. He promised he’d catch some- 
thing going west, if he had to charter a 
private plane. 

Pier had laughed at his recklessness, but 
she half believed him. Vie had done cra- 
zier things than that out of impatience to 
reach her in a hurry. Last year he had 
cancelled dates in Florida, Detroit and 
Chicago so that he could fly to London, 
where she was working in Port Afrique. 
The clubs threatened to sue, but Vic sim- 
ply couldn’t stand the, separation. He 
threw caution to the winds and got his 
agent to book him into the London Pal- 
ladium, where he could work and be near 
his wife. He still felt the same way. 

“Don’t try to meet me,” he shouted 
across the long-distance connection, “but 
Tl make it as soon as I can.” 

“Tll be waiting, darling,” she promised 
before she hung up. 

And now it was well into the small 
hours of the morning. Vie had caught a 
non-stop plane, but it had run into head- 
winds and arrived five hours late. He was 
dead tired and now, to top it off, a kindly 
cab driver was trying to discourage him 
from going straight home! 

“You’d be smart to try that new air- ~ 
port hotel,” continued the cabby. “A lot 
of business men come in late and-go right 
over there to sleep.” 

“Yeah, I suppose they do,’ Vic agreed, 
“but let’s try my place tonight, okay?” 

“You're the boss,” said the man cheer- 
fully, and he drove away whistling, “Lost 
In A Dream,” off-key. 

As they headed for west Los Angeles 
and the Bel Air section in particular, a 
cold mist blew in from the ocean. It 
enveloped the taxi and slowed them down 
to a crawl. Vic dozed in the back seat. 

“You sure this is the right way?” mut- 
tered the confused driver. “I’ve never 
been up in these hills before.” 

“Just keep going,” directed Vic sleepily. 
“We live at the very top. It’s the last 
house on the right—has white columns in 
front and the dogs bark.” 

“Oh yeah, I can see it up ahead,” said 
the cabby with obvious relief. “I hope 
you make out O.K. with the missus. I see 
she covered your car over. Good idea 
to protect it from the salt air.” 

“Covered what?” Vic sat bolt upright. 
His eyes were wide open and straining to 
penetrate the fog. By the glare of the 
headlights he, too, could see a strange 
shape in the circular driveway. It was 
covered with some shiny plastic material. 

Before the cab had stopped, Vie had 
the door open and he was running to in- 
vestigate. There stood a silver-grey Thun- 
derbird, completely covered with cello- 
phane and tied with a huge ribbon. The 
card attached said, “Welcome home, dar- 
ling, from Anna Maria.” 


A-number-one 

Pier Angeli and Vic Damone have been 
married just over one year. They’ve 
known near-tragedy and unbelievable 
happiness. And none of the newness has 
worked off their marriage. If possible, 
they are happier, handsomer, wiser and 
wealthier than they've ever been. 

They are happier because of many 
things, but the A-number-one reason for 
feeling so blessed is ten-month-old Perry 
Damone. This husky, smiling son is re- 
markable in himself, but he seems mirac- 
ulous to Pier and Vic, because the events 
preceding his birth were so harrowing. 

As the story goes—Pier had her doc- 
tor’s permission to fly to the desert for 
sun and rest while Vic finished up some 
singing engagements in the east. A few 
minutes out of Ontario, Pier went to the 


owder room to brush her hair and fresh- 
en her make-up. She stood there, day- 
dreaming and running a comb through her 
long, thick hair. The next thing she re- 
| members she was thrown against the top 
_ of the cabin and back to the floor. The 
hostess had neglected to tell her the plane 
was about to land and to take her seat. 

After this freakish accident, the doctors 
feared that Pier would surely lose the 
baby. Later they held out some small 
hope. However, if he were born, there 
were grave doubts that he would be un- 
affected by the rough fall. 

But Perry proved to be indestructible. 
He was born on September 21st and he 
hasn’t had a day of serious illness to date. 
Right away he started conforming to his 
parents’ idea of what a little angel should 
be. He developed tight, curly hair, a tooth- 
less grin, and a love for people and dogs. 

“He’s so much like Vic,” marvels Pier 
happily. “I only have to look at him to 
know what Vic must have been as a baby. 
And every day they grow more alike in 
disposition, looks and sense of humor. 
Perry even has a gold identification brace- 
let like his father’s. It just kills me to see 
the same type of gold link band that I’m 
used to seeing on Vic’s wrist on that 
chubby arm. 

“Marisa gave him the bracelet when he 
was christened. She’s his godmother and 
when she asked me what to buy for the 
baby I said, anything so long as it’s some- 
thing Vic has, too. Well, the bracelet was 
the perfect choice.” 

Little Perry is also a traveling man like 
his father. When he was hardly four 
months old Pier had to go to England. 
She hated to leave him behind, because 
the pediatrician had cautioned her to be 
on the alert for any possible after-effects 
ef the accident. So she got him a pass- 
port. He flew to London with his 
wonderful nurse, Marta. They weren’t in 
England very long before Marta begged 
to take her little charge to the Nether- 
lands to visit her sister. Pier could see 
no danger in one more short hop so she 
gave her consent. All told, Perry has 
logged about 18,000 air miles, and he’s not 
yet a year old. 


Coming home 


Their second biggest delight is the home 
they return to after their travels. 

“We'll always spend some part of every 
year in Europe,” says Pier, “but a family 
needs a home base, and I hope this will 
always be ours.” 

The house that Pier and Vic bought, 
after renting a few smaller homes, is at 
the top of Bel Air. It’s at the absolute 
end of one of those winding mountain 
roads that makes Bel Air so spectacular 
and so expensive. Pier saw the house first 
and completely succumbed to it. The view 
of the hills and the distant ocean re- 
minded her so much of Italy. 

Vie was a little more practical in his 
approach. He liked the American Colonial 
architecture of the house with its velvety 
green lawn, but he didn’t want to be 
stampeded into a quick sale. He wanted 
to be sure that they bought a house whose 
real estate value would increase, if any- 
thing. He wanted a house that was large 
and well-built, so that it would take care 
of their family needs for a.long, long 
time. And he wanted a house that 
wouldn’t look dated in a few years. 

Vie asked Paul Trusdale, a friend and 
real estate developer, to look at the house 
with him. The expert checked the con- 
struction, the taxes and the future of the 
neighborhood. He pronounced it a “find.” 
Vic not only bought the ten-room, two- 
story house, but also the lot next door for 
a future pool and guest house. 

Once Vic agreed to buy the house, noth- 
ing could stop Pier. She plunged into the 


job of decorating as though her life de- 
pended on it. She drew floor plans. She 
made scale models. She worked out her 
color combinations, and she bought a lot 
of fine paintings by a young Frenchman 
named Jean Tabead. 

“Tt’s a wonderful way to make the 
months speed by,’ Pier confided to her 
sister not long ago. “You start measuring, 
budgeting, ordering and reordering and 
by the time the house is half-furnished 
the baby is here.” 

And that’s about what happened to Pier. 
She chose all her paint colors and wall- 
paper before they moved into the house, 
so they wouldn’t have to live with that 
topsy-turvy mess. As soon as the paint- 
ing was done, she and Vic moved into an 
empty house, and for months they ate off 
a borrowed card table and sat on bor- 
rowed chairs, while the Herman Schlor- 
man Co. made their furniture. 


Den of Damones 


Pier went to just one decorating firm 
(owned by friends of Vic’s), because her 
obstetrician didn’t want her traipsing from 
store to store, hunting for just the right 
piece of furniture. She outlined her ideas 
of how she expected to use each room 
and then she and the professional decora- 
ters went to work assembling a whole 
house. She explained to them that the 
den would be the family’s room. She and 
Vic eat breakfast in this sun-filled room 
and have a snack here at night. They 
watch television and scatter the evening 
papers around in here. As Perry grows 
up, he can drag in his toys and books, if 


Charles Jehlinger, late president of 
the American Academy of Dramatic 
Arts, was renowned for his ty- 
ranny. His pet hate was dead 
space in a scene. During a per- 
formance by his students, he 
roared: “What is this interminable 
pause?” 

“| think," quivered one of the 


actors, “it's the end of the play!" 
Walter Winchell in 
The N. Y. Mirror 


he wants to be near his parents. Any- 
thing goes in the den. 

Trying to fit all these needs into one 
room took a little thinking, but Pier man- 
aged. She put a dainty wrought iron table 
and chairs at one end of the room. The 
glass top table with the pale blue frame 
seems to disappear into the background 
when no one is sitting around it. But 
when the Damones are having their usual 
morning meal of two raw eggs, fruit and 
coffee, it is very much there. 

At the opposite end of the room is the 
fireplace and a television set. A contoured 
couch and coffee table face this side of 
the room, and separate the eating area 
from the den part. 

“We only expected to use the den when 
we were alone,” says Vic, “but it has such 
an easy, informal air that we can never 
get our friends to move into the regular 
living room. The den gets all the com- 
pany and our pink and black living room 
is used mostly as my rehearsal studio. 

“The boys—Johnnie Williams, Ian Bern- 
ard, Sid Bulkin and I—go in there where 
the piano is, to rehearse my new numbers. 
We work out night-club routines and fig- 
ure out my whole act. I’m away so much 
that it’s darned nice to be able to work 
at home some of the time.” 


The chair fixation 


Vic also transacts a lot of business in 
his second floor office. He had a huge, 
custom-built desk and floor-to-ceiling 
cabinets and shelves put in the extra bed- 
room. It makes a handsome and useful 
office. Vic selected his own wallpaper 


and all the fabrics. And he was particu- 


larly fussy about the chairs. 

“TJ have a fixation about chairs,” Vic 
admits jokingly. “Most of. them really 
aren’t comfortable. I believe that you've 
got to feel a chair the moment you sit 
down, or it’s not the right chair for you.” 

He tested all the chairs and couches 
Pier was considering buying. Before he’d 
let her keep any of them he tried them 
out. He insists that guests in his house 
test, too, and he’s right. Sitting at the 
Damones’ is exceptionally comfortable. 

The master bedroom was Pier’s special 
delight. She spent weeks picking out the 
right shade of delicate pink for her sheer 
curtains and bedspread. She selected only 
the most fragile-looking French furniture. 
And it was worth all the effort, because the 
room is like a pink cloud, Just brushing her 
hair in this room gives Pier a happy glow. 


Provocative Pier 


Being married has wrought a_ subtle 
change in both the young Damones. They 
have more assurance, more confidence. 
Having the baby and a home of her own 
has been responsible for Pier’s changing 
from a sweetly obedient daughter to a 
poised and provocative woman. 

“And does she have self-confidence,” 
laughs her husband. “In her last picture 
she was supposed to sing a French song 
and then do one half of it in English and 
one half in Spanish. The studio expected 
to dub in a professional singer’s voice, but 
no. My wife said she would do her own 
recording, so the director called for a full 
orchestra, a musical conductor—the works. 
And my shy little bride, who’d never even 
watched a recording session, stepped up to 
the microphone and did the sound track 
on the first take. Now RCA Victor wants 
her to sign a record contract!” 

Pier is wise in wifely ways, too. She 
adores her handsome husband and she 
shows it by always looking her best, be- 
ing cheerful—and just a little demanding. 

“It’s good to tell a husband you're in 
love with him,” says Pier. “Girls should 
do this more often. But then you~ must 
also make him appreciate you, too. 

“To show what I mean. Before we were 
married Vic had a bad habit of always 
being late with me. Finally I told him that 
if he really loved me, he’d think of me 
an hour before our date and then he 
would be on time. He liked my reasoning, 
and he’s never been late since.” 

Vic has matured in other ways as well. 
When he first hit Hollywood he was so 
caught up in the excitement of show busi- 
ness and his own success that he couldn’t 
stop anyone or anything. He didn’t have 
time to catch his breath, much less plan 
for the future. But having a wife and a 
son has changed Vic’s values. He’s no 
longer self-centered. In fact, he’s always 
thinking of others. He thinks of ways to 
make their work lighter—for Marta the 
nurse, and Adriane, the Italian-speaking 
cook. He’s forever bringing Pier flowers 
or a sweater or a piece of jewelry, and 
he’s on wonderful terms with his mother- 
-in-law, Mrs. Pierangeli. 

These character changes are beginning to 
be reflected in Vic’s singing, too. It- has 
gained new depth and richness. His friends 
have noticed this for some time. His fans 
are responding, too, and his latest Colum- 
bia record, “The Street Where You Live,” 
looks like a million-seller. But that’s not 
what Vic Damone counts as his ‘greatest 
blessing. 

“Yve got my wife, I’ve got my son, I’ve 
got a beautiful home,” says Vic humbly, 
“T can’t ask for anything more. I’m the 
most happy fella.” END 


Pier can currently be seen in Somebody 
Up There Likes Me (MGM) and will soon 
appear in Columbia’s Port Afrique. 
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hitch on a truck to San Berdoo. 
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jane russell’s escapades 


(Continued from page 60) her. Under any 
conditions, she’d have grown into the hu- 
man she is—honest to the bone, hating 
sham as she hates little else, living by an 
unshakeable set of values that have noth- 
ing to do with stardom. My point is that 
she’s not the sexy type—and don’t holler 
before I explain what I mean. 

Of course the boys buzzed around, at- 
tracted and attracting—which is the 
healthy and normal thing. Jane inherited 
her goodly share of the instincts old Moth- 
er Eve handed down the line. But she 
used them her way. Never once did I see 
her give a boy the come-hither, never once 
did she flaunt her charms nor make herself 
obvious. Her approach was frank and di- 
rect. If she liked you, you knew it. If she 
didn’t, you knew it sooner. There wasn’t 
a wriggle nor a fluttering lash in her make- 
up. There isn’t today. Watch her on the 
rare occasions when she steps out. You'll 
notice that she doesn’t wear the sheerest 
hose nor the skin-tight gown. You'll no- 
tice that the neckline’s somewhere up 
around her chin. She detests all forms of 
exhibitionism and being stared at is her 
idea of no-fun. 

Having spoken my piece, let me try to 
give you a picture of the 15-year-old. As 
though it were yesterday, I can still see 
her at the dinner table, eyeing her spin- 
ach. At our house you ate your spinach. 
My husband said so, and the few laws my 
husband made you didn’t break. Anyway, 
not when he was looking. I can still hear 
Jane saying, “If I could just cut my head 
off, shove the spinach in and stick the head 
on again.” To this plea, her uncle remained 
unmoved. Down went the spinach. 


A generous warmth 


Her outstanding quality was the kind of 
generous warmth that would have en- 
deared her to a cannibal. She never owned 
a stitch that Pat (my only -daughter) 
wasn’t welcome to. “You like it? Take 
it. It’s too small for me anyway.” More 
important than money, she gives of her- 
self without stint. From childhood on, 
she has always carried a torch for the 
underdog. 

Basie goodness and all, I often found her 
hard to handle. I’d go out and she’d de- 
cide to clean house. I’d come back and the 
place would be spotless. Now how could 
she have done all that in an hour? An- 
swer: she couldn’t. Stuffed into a huge 
chair way off in the corner lay a jumble of 
papers and clothes, all neatly tucked in 
by a steamer rug. Or Jane and Pat would 
do the dishes. Real fast. Too fast to be 
true. Not till I opened the refrigerator 
did I find the dishes, scraped and stacked 
away in the bottom. Of course they never 
pulled the same stunt twice. That dumb I 
wasn’t. But Jane could always dream up 
a new one. Of the two, I guess you'd call 
her the leader in mischief. Pat strung 
along as a willing accomplice. 

Whatever mischief was afoot, I managed 
to get wind of. You don’t need magic to 
know when a girl ditches school. Her 
teacher tells you. You don’t need magic 
to smell smoke on her breath. “Open your 
purses,” I’d order, and there of course 
were the cigarettes. I'd squash them and 
dump them down the bathroom drain. To 
make a big deal of it would have been 
foolish. Or they’d say, “May we go to the 
library?” They’d go to the library all 
right. For ten minutes. After which they’d 
Some 
neighbor’d see them and report. Some- 
times I’d punish Pat and let Jane off. That 
way I punished both of them: Pat taking 
the rap made Jane feel terrible. 

Believe it or not, those crazy kids used to 


amble over to Route 99—no country by- 
road, mind you, but a six-lane highway — 


zooming with motor traffic. There they’d 
judge their distance, flop. as close to the 
road as they could, without being hit 
and lie like dead till the headlights of 
some car picked them out and squealed to 
a stop. Meantime they’d scamper off to 
the orange grove, giggling their fool heads 
off while the petrified passengers hunted 
for sprawling bodies. This was their’ no- 
tion of a rib-tickling joke. 

At the end of the year she went home 
to her mother (my sister Geraldine). Jane 
kept coming back for weekends and holi- 
days. And when my sister and I got to- 
gether, which was often, what would we 
chatter about except our children? Jane’s 
doings were as familiar to me as Pat’s. 

By the time she became a high school 
senior, she could stay out till 1 for Sat- 
urday night parties. Any boy who brought 
her home later, no more dates with him. 
“But, Mrs. Russell,” one young man pro- 
tested, “my car was stripped— 

“They didn’t,” she asked, “take out the 
engine, did they?” And that was that. 


In jail 
There was another rule. Not exactly a 


watch for 
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rule maybe. More like a deal. “Jane,” said 
my sister, “I never really fall sound asleep 
till you’re in. I know youre all right, I 
trust you completely. But every mother 
worries about possible accidents. So just 
ceme to my room and say, ‘Mother, I'm 
here.’ Then I'll go off like a baby.” 

One night she kept waiting for “Mother, 
I’m here,” and waited till 2 am. when the 
phone rang. Sure enough, Daughter. “Ma, 
I’m in jail. Come and do something.” What 
my niece called jail turned out to be the 
Santa Monica Police Station. Sister found 
boy and girl sitting side by side, eyes big 
as turnips, scared half out of their wits. 
Still, Jane wore her stubborn look. 

“We've got nothing against her,’ the 
sergeant said. “I told her she could go. 
But the boy ran through two stoplights. 
We're holding him till his guardian gets 
here.” 

Typically, Jane was loyal. “As long as 
he has to stay, ’m sticking with him.” 

“Wie too,” said Jane’s mother, who sat 
herself right down on the steps beside 
them. Which cheered everyene up. 

Then there was the night Jane made it 
under the wire, but just about. She’d gone 
down to the beach with a bunch of girls 
and phoned that she was staying out for 


“Bob Waterfield.” 

Sister relishes that story. She plates 
winds it up with the same comment. “First 
time I ever heard the name. By now it has 
a kind of familiar ring.” a‘ 

About boys and Jane she never areca : 
About school and Jane she did. She wanted 
Jane to graduate. Not to graduate struck 
her as a kind of disgrace. Math was Jane’s 
biggest problem. Only Jane didn’t worry 
about it. If she flunked math, it wouldn’t 
be the end of the world—an attitude that 
staggered her mother, who arranged for 
special coaching each morning. from 7 to 
8 am. Jane studied hard in these pre- 
school sessions, but began to cut her actual 
math class. One day her mother saw her 
darling daughter strolling down the ave- 
nue when she should have been in elass. 
That was a real blow. My sister started to 
pray in direct simple language. “Lord, you 
gave me this kind of girl. What shall I do?” 
He must have told her to take the girl as 
He’d made her. Because presently she 
dried her eyes, blew her nose, calmed 
down and went about her business, And 
Jane managed to graduate. 


A letter from Jane 


Sister treasures the memory of a letter 
Jane wrote her from Banff, where she’d 
gone on vacation with friends. It ran some- 
thing like this. “Mother, you’ve brought 
me up beautifully and you'll never have 
any regrets. But I’m a person now and 
you’re a person. When you’re a child, your 
mother decides for you. Now I’ve got to 
make my own decisions. [ve stopped 
being a child.” 

All right, she’d stopped being a child. 
So shift to a few days after her return, 
when she took ill in the night. Nothing 
serious. Some minor upheaval or other. 
But down the hall rang the cry—‘“Mama! 
Mama! Mama!”—exactly the same as when 
she was nine. Her mother of course went 
running, thought I shouldn’t wonder if she 
smiled a little as she ran. Seems children — 
don’t grow up in all directions at once. The- 
process is gradual. 

It was shortly thereafter that all the 
publicity started over Jane Russell, the 
great big volumptuous vamp. (Yes, I_ 
know the dictionary word, but we call it 
volumptuous.) Actually, our Janie was 
green as grass and pretty well upset by 


the whole business. Yet in calling herself 


a person, she’d whacked the nail on the 
head. You couldn’t force her into any 
phony mold. You couldn’t make her pre- 
tend. The few people who met her realized 
this. One woman, for instance, came out to 
do a story. Jane was in bed, getting over 
a cold, her hair loose on the pillow, a 
little bed-jacket on. Interviews were 
strange to her at the time. “I don’t know 
what to say,” she blurted. The woman 
looked from Sister to Jane and back. 
“Siren!!” she gasped. “Good heavens, 
that baby?!!” : 


Jane and The Outlaw 


But the climax came with the opening — 
of The Outlaw in San Francisco, Pat went 
up with Jane. Certain disturbing rumors 
reached our ears and since Geraldine 
couldn’t leave the boys just then, I acted 
as her stand-in. By the time I got there, 
Jane was beside herself, screaming up and 
down like a wildcat over the way they had 
pictured her on the billboards. I'd seen 
them enroute to the hotel and felt like | 
screaming with her. Instead, I listened. To — 
Jane in her wrath. To a horde of people 
with advice, telling her to sue, to break 
her contract, adding to her confusion 
My niece (Continued 
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@ Six months ago Jan Sterling defied convention when she refused to go to a hospital 
for the birth of her first child. He was born—by Jan’s choice—in her own bedroom. 
Adams Douglas, the handsome, six-month-old son of Jan Sterling and Paul Douglas, 
is descended, through Jan. from John Quincy Adams, the sixth President of the 
United States. Jan is much prettier than John Quincy Adams; but when she speaks, 
she shows that she has inherited a great deal of his independence and courage. 
“Having a baby at home without even an aspirin for an anesthetic before the birth 
is not painless. I defy any childbirth—even natural childbirth—to be painless. But 
it’s a pain worth bearing. It’s a pain that makes you understand that you are 
achieving something. And the minute your baby is born, the pain is over. 

“You’re not sick when you’re going to have a baby,” she says. “But hospitals treat 
expectant mothers as if they've got some terrible disease. You can’t get out of bed, 
you can’t have visitors, and you're so full of drugs you can’t even think about the 
wonderful thing that has started to happen to you. 

“As soon as Adams was born, I was aware of the wonder of everything. I felt like 
I'd just swallowed three cocktails. I felt like I did the night before Christmas. I was 
so happy that I could hardly keep from laughing.” 

Of course Jan admits that “Everything that happens isn’t fun.” Adams was born 
at one in the afternoon, and her labor pains had started around 7:30 that morning. 
Anesthetics were handy if she wanted them. But, like so many believers in natural 
childbirth, she found that they just weren’t necessary for her. 

“When the pains got bad, I went into the bathroom and held on to the edge of 
the sink. It wasn’t much fun then, but Paul was with me all the time. 

“And the minute the baby was born, Paul came over and held my hand and said. 
‘He looks like he’s just won a street fight. Jan.’ Half an hour later the doctor 
allowed Paul to hold the baby in his arms. 
“T wasn’t sick or exhausted. I ate hamburgers and baked beans for supper, and 
I was allowed to keep Adams at my side every minute. And that night Adams slept 
in the bed between Paul and myself. Sick? Frightened? I have never before been 


as happy. I do not know whether I can ever feel as wonderfully happy again.” 
Jan Sterling is in 1984, co-starring Edmund O’Brien. 


(Continued from page 72) was just twenty 
years old. She needed help. I slipped out 
and asked to see Howard Hughes. It was 
our first meeting but I saw no point in 
pulling my punches. I gave him our blunt 
views on the sensationalism. He gave me 
a straightforward look. “Well, you know, 
Mrs. Henry, I can’t make a Shirley Temple 
out of her.” 

Laughter breaks the ice between people. 
We had a long talk. Then I marched my- 
self back, cleared out the whole kit and 
eaboodle of advisers and sat Jane down. 
“ve just come from a chat with Mr. 
Hughes,” I told her. “I found him a very 
nice man with a lot of problems here that 
you and I can’t even begin to guess at. His 
judgment may differ from ours, but he 
honestly thinks this is the way to sell his 
picture. And it is his picture, his time, his 
energy, his millions of dollars. I wouldn’t 
be too angry with him just because he 
doesn’t see things the way we do.” 

She listened quietly and. when I got 
through she thanked me. Jane’s a fair- 
minded girl. “Nobody else ever bothered 


When she gave 
borth at home, Jan 
Sterling had 


TIME OF 
’ HER LIFE 


to show me his side. What should I do?” 

“Well, I certainly wouldn’t sue. I 
wouldn’t do anything. I’d just go home.” 

So she went home and married Bob. 

We all knew by then that Bob was the 
one and only. We knew they’d marry, but 
didn’t know how or when. Except my sister 
always said: “He’ll never stand still for 
an elaborate wedding, not that one.” Jane 
didn’t give a hoot. To her, the thought of 
eloping was a big thrill. The day before 
Easter they drove up to Las Vegas with 
another couple and saw this little church. 
Bob sent Jane in to see whether she liked 
it. She liked it all right. It looked heaven- 
ly, all banked up with the most gorgeous 
flowers. For Easter of course. “For me 
too,’ Jane decided and didn’t even bother 
to go out and tell Bob this was it. 

“Will you marry me?” she asked the 
minister. 

“When?” 

“Right now.” 

He seemed puzzled. 
groom?” 

“Out in the car.” 


“Where’s the 


ae 
“We 


5 a fe 


can manage it.” Lx" 3 eee 
Meanwhile at home they were 
on an Easter play. My sister was call 
to the phone, wearing the trailing robes | 
Mary Magdalene. “Mother, we’re marriec| 
came Jane’s voice from Las Vegas. \ 
“Good. When will you be back?” i 
I asked her if it hadn’t been a shocif® 
Her eyes twinkled. “Ever take a gocf® 
look at Bob’s shoulders, Ernie? I was vei 4 
glad to shift the responsibility from mii 
to his.” 


handpicked by the Lord for that girl. F : 

loves and understands her. He knows ho 

to handle her and she respects him for |} 
= 


Meant for each other 


He’s never given her cause to chan; 
her mind. “Waterfield,” 


They’re both strong-willed characters bi 
he’s the head of that house, and to be tl 
head of Jane’s house is no small job. |* 
used to watch them before they wei} 
married. They’d feud and fuss and maki? 
up, then start the whole thing over agai} 
from scratch. Bob’s a stickler for prompt}? 
ness. When they had a date, he expecte}® 
Jane to be ready by the time he got ther|™ 
Once she wasn’t ready. Well! No girl wale 
going to keep him waiting. First thing | 
heard was his car roaring out with a ban; 
Next was my daughter wailing, ‘Mothe 
he’s gone, he’s gone!’—as if the earth ha 
swallowed him up for good. Half an hou}! 
later back he steams and out she goc|® 
with him, meek as any lamb. I don’t kno}, 
what Jane would do with a man who le 
her walk all over him, like some husband} | 
do. I suspect she’d never have marrie 4 
him in the first place. As it is, she’d rathe}® 
please Bob than anyone in the worlc|®" 
Which is how it should be.” Le 

Bob’s a poker-faced guy. I don’t thin}™ 
I’ve ever seen him howl with laughtei|!' 
But he’s got a dry humor that tickles Jane|™ 

Sister tells of the morning she droppe(® 
by as Bob was leaving. Jane sat at th}™ 
table, grumpy as all get-out. “What’ Be 
wrong, Daughter?” asked Geraldine. he: 

“Nothing,” cracked Bob. “She just wake a: 
up sweet!” : 

The fact is there’s no living with he} 
till she’s had her coffee. “I hate people, |® 
she growls, “who grin before breakfast. |* 
She’s a pepper-pot too and can fly off thi” 
handle over nothing. hy 

It’s no wonder to me that Jane’s nerve a 
fray now and then. Everyone's trouble” 
are her troubles, and even her vitality ha)” 
its limits. When she goes day and nigh|™ 
without rest, that’s when it’s best to kee)|* 
your distance from Jane, who needs he'?' 
sleep even worse than she needs her cof- Hi: 
fee. In the end, completely worn out, she’l| 
hit that pillow, sleep twelve hours on¢ 
night and ten hours the next. On the thirc|* 
day you can talk to her. Or she'll talk tq® 
you first. “When children don’t take thei® 
naps,” she’ll explain, “they get naughty.’ 4 


Sentimental Jane I 

Jane makes a point of not being senti-™ 
mental. But the Waterfields celebrate twee! 
wedding anniversaries—Easter Eve, which/' 
is a movable day, and the date itself|* 
Uh-huh, she’s not sentimental, but she’s 
been overheard calling the baby “Mother’s — 
little Toodledeoots.” And she'll probabl 
have my head for spilling that item. They 
got him when he was six days old and 
named him Buck after Bob, who used taf? 
be called Robert Waterbuckets on the foot 
ball field. He’s a beaut, with baby no-* 
color eyes, which are turning brown. This’ 
pleases Jane, since she already has a cou- 
ple of blue-eyed children. They planned/* 
to keep the news of this third adoption to 
themselves for a while, but little Tracy). 
leaked it by telling the whole school. 

I can’t help smiling now over one ©: 
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‘those positive statements Jane used to 
|make before she reached the age of wis- 
;;dom. “I’m certainly not going to bring up 
iimy children the way Mother did. Mother 
says, If you do thus-and-thus, Pll feel so 
-bad.’ Not me. Because children don’t 
i care how you feel. I'll tell them they're the 
|ones who’re going to suffer. I'll say, ‘Of 
course if you run in front of a car, you're 
{bound to get hurt. But run in front of a 
jjear if you want to, that’s your affair.” 
1Needless to say, she’s changed her tune. 
One day the housekeeper took Tommy 
and Tracy to spend the afternoon with 
Bob’s mother. On the way home a car 
rammed them. Jane had gone to a movie 
with Geraldine, and Bob had arranged to 
meet them when it was over. As they 
eft the theatre, a traffic officer came up. 
‘“T don’t want to frighten you,” he said, 
(“but there’s been an accident, and your 
(eisldren are in that ambulance that just 
lewent by. I don’t think they’re badly 
;hurt—’ Jane never spoke. Just turned 
green. Bob brought the car around. He’s 
;a person of great self-control. Sure, he 
|,wanted to break all the speed laws but 
,idrove extra cautiously because he was 
Shaking inside, half out of his mind. At the 
hospital they found Tommy unhurt. 
jTracy’s face was all blood. When the doc- 
\tor washed her off, however, there was 
only a little scratch about this big. The kids 
)bulance,” they chirped. It was the grown- 


i : 
ups of course who suffered nightmares. 
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A close family 


When people wonder whether you can 
‘love adopted children as well as those 
born to you, I think of the Waterfields and 
\jgive them a rousing yes. No children 
could be better loved or cared for. And 
it’s not the material things I have in mind, 
IPs the togetherness, the sense of shelter- 
yang family. Bob’s a man who'd rather be 
,caught dead than demonstrative in public, 
but with the young ones he can’t keep his 
\feelings from showing. About table man- 
mers and such he’s exacting, as I think he 
should be. But I wish you could see his 
face when he rassles with Thomas and 
|,teaches him the holds. Or when both kids 
Teo running to meet him and he squats 
and catches one on either knee. “He’s not 
|{waiting,” says Geraldine, and her words 
| hold a special meaning for both of us. Lots 
of men don’t fuss too much with their 
[children as babies. Her husband didn’t. 
But when they lost little Billy at fifteen 


“ 


> 


bewilderment. “I was waiting for him to 
Brow up,’ he mourned and mourned. 
Waterfield’s not waiting for his kids to 
Brow up. He enjoys every minute of them. 

With three in the family now, he thinks 
they should quit. Jane thinks they ought 
to have a sister for Tracy. Ask her who’s 
Zoing to win out, and she'll give you the 
wise wife’s smile and the wise wife’s an- 
swer. “We'll see,” she says. 

I could go on about her for hours, but 


months, he was pitiful in his grief and 
g 
| 


|;enough is enough. So I’ll just tie it up with 


a bit of dialogue. Before starting this story, 
[ talked it over with Sister. “Don’t drool 
yver Jane,” she warned me. “She won't 
hank you to paint her the angel she isn’t.” 

“Well, how would you size her up?” 
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“Between us, and don’t quote me, she’s 


j}iaard to beat. But then I’m her mother.” 


“But then I’m her aunt, and of the same 
pinion. Does that make me a drooler?”’ 
She chuckled and leaned over to pat my 
1and. “You know something, Ernie? You 


cay whatever you want as long as it’s true. 


And as long as you don’t call her Toodle- 
leoots.” END 
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Jane can currently be seen in the 20th 
century-Fox film The Revolt of Mamie 
5tover. 


took it in stride. “We had a ride in an am- | 
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(Continued from page 45) little loud?’” 

“You must be a real trial,” I said. 

He nodded happily. “I’m terrible.” 

“Do you agree on furniture—on woods, 
for instance?” 

“Both like ’em old, kind of rich looking.” 

‘Do you know a genuine wormhole 
from a recent awl puncture?” 

“Don’t know a thing about it.” He 
attacked lunch then, which had been 
brought to the bungalow. Knowing Rock 
likes his beef rare to the point of revul- 
sion, I asked about Phyllis’s preference. 

“She likes it well done.” 

“Then how does she cook, say, a rib 
roast?” 

“Does it medium rare.” 

“But what does she eat? Maybe the 
outside slice?” 

“No—the second slice. She doesn’t like 
the outside slice. But I do.” He grinned at 
me—sort cf a Mephistopheles-type grin. 
“She doesn’t eat much.” 

“All the more for you?” 

He shook his head. “Not since the dog. 
Demi gets the leftovers now.” 

“Poor you,” I said. “You'll blow away.” 

He pulled one of those lightning shifts. 
“Hey! I’ve got a joke for you. Did you 
hear the one about the man charged 
with murdering his wife, and when the 
judge heard his reason, he withdrew the 
charges?” 

“No,” I said. 

“Well, the guy said he killed her be- 
cause of the way she woke him up. She'd 
been doing the same thing every morning 
for twenty years and he couldn’t stand it 
any longer.” Rock got up from the table 
and came around to my chair. “If you 
don’t think this is funny, maybe I don’t 
do it right. Now close your eyes.” 

I dutifully shut my eyes, and with one 
finger he gently poked me in the cheek. 
“Eid,” he whispered. Then he touched my 
chin. “Ed.” Then the forehead, the ear, 
then the cheek again, each time whisper- 
ing “Ed.” 

It gave me the creeps and I agreed it 
was a good story. Then I told him one. 
It wasn’t exactly printable, but Rock 
thought it was repeatable. In fact he went 
into the other room and phoned Phyllis. 
He was still laughing when he came back. 


A different Rock 


I hardly even noticed him walk into the 
room again—which is something, when a 
guy as big as Rock makes an entrance. 
I was thinking about the Rock I used to 
know, who sat silently while I prodded 
him for information, looking vaguely mis- 
erable—as if he wouldn’t mind talking 
about himself if he only had something 
cheerful to say. That guy wouldn’t have 
broken off in the middle of a thought to 
teil me a joke, and if I had told him one— 
there wouldn’t have been anyone on the 
other end of a telephone for him to share 
it with. It was quite a difference mar- 


eyes. 

“Hey,” I said. “Come back.” 

The daydream went out of his eyes and 
he smiled at me. “I'll tell you some real 
news. I’m going back.” 

“To Europe?” 

‘Not only that. 


To Africa, too. I’m 


going to make Something Of Value over 


there, and Phyllis will go with me. We'll 
go to Rome first and have at least three 
weeks there.” 

“Wonderful!” I said. 
still carry out your 
Phyllis’ family?” 

He nodded. “On the way to New York 
we'll sneak into Montevideo.” 

I didn’t have to ask why he used the 
word “sneak.” I remembered the time 
Rock had gone east to visit his grand- 
mother in a small town. Correspondents 
had run the phone ragged, and in order 
to restore peace and quiet to his grand- 
mother’s life, Rock had had to leave. 

“Then,” he said, “we'll go on to New 
York and see My Fair Lady. The next 
day we'll fly direct to Rome.” 

“Where will you stay?” 

“I hope I can find some little out of 
the way place for us. Its so crowded 
over there now. But the hotel doesn’t 
matter. We won’t spend much time there. 
Rome will just be a base. We can take all 
kinds of side trips—to Naples and Sor- 
rento and Capri. Anywhere we want.” 

“What are you anxious to show Phyllis 
in Rome?” I asked. “There are so many 
layers—the religious, the art, the history.” 

“Just about everything there is to see. 
The little restaurants and the Forum, and 
of course St. Peter’s. And the catacombs. 
I didn’t see them when I was there be- 
fore. Then we'll fly to Nairobi and spend 
four or five days there getting our ward- 
robe before the picture starts. Then three 
or four weeks on the picture, then back 
here to finish it.” 

“Will Phyllis be able to stay with you 
the entire time?” 

“The whole time,” he caroled. 


“And can you 
plans to meet 


African safari 


“Do you think you'll go hunting? After 
all, there’s something to hunt in Africa.” 
“Everything from water buffalo to tsetse 
flies. Sure. And Phyllis wants to hunt, 
I may even buy her a go-get-a-lion 
inate” 


“When do you leave?” 

“In a couple of weeks.” 

“Well,” I said. “Have a wonderful 
time. Arrivederci, and all that sort of 
thing. What are you doing when you're 
not packing or getting stuck with yellow 
fever serum?” 

“Tm learning to play the guitar,’ he 
said. “And Phyllis is taking piano les- 
sons. She’s learning What Is A Note. 
Starting from plink.” 

“Do you have the hi-fi going all the 
time you’re home?” 

“Sure.” 


“The funnies. I’m lucky i 3 
than one. I have a wife who doesn’t fight — 
with me over the funnies. And we do 
other things. We're learning to play 
bridge.” 

“Just learning—at your advanced age? 
Why not before?” 

Rock shrugged. “There was always 
gin rummy, I guess.” 

“How about sports? Tennis, anyone?” 

“Neither one of us plays. We’re more 
than happy to be anywhere near the 
water.” ; 

“What for? Phyllis doesn’t swim.” 

“Oh, she’s learning,” he said proudly. 
“The swim fins help. But it’s the combi- 
ee of the sun and the sea that we 

e. 

“Like your trip to Acapulco? Did you 
fish?” 

“Caught my first sailfish.” 

Most men, talking about their first sail- 
fish, would turn the incident into a tome. 
They’d tell you the name of the boat, the 
weather conditions, the tackle used, the 
time to land the fish, the aching arms, 
and they’d finish by showing you a snap- 
shot. Not Rock Hudson. Not these days. 
He’s got too much else to talk about to 
linger anywhere. “Phyllis goes fishing, 
too. Loves it. Used to go hunting and 
fishing in Minnesota with her brothers 
and sisters.” 


Phyllis escapes with her life 


A horrible thought hit me. “If Ed mur- 
dered his wife because of the way she 
wakened him, how come Phyllis has 
escaped with her life?” In his bachelor 
days Rock had to be wakened by an 
alarm clock of the bouncing variety, set 
underneath an inverted dishpan. Any- 
body trying in person to rouse him was 
in danger of having his head removed. 
During his boyhood, Rock’s mother had 
had to learn to duck; in fact, he had 
thought of interesting her in a judo 
course. 

“Phyllis seldom wakens me,” he said, 
and we exchanged knowing glances. 

“Then how do you manage to get out 
of bed?” I asked. 

“Telephone service.” 

“Don’t tell me a mere telephone is suc- 
cessful,” I said. 

“Tt’s out of reach. In order to stifle it 
I have to get out of bed. That usually 
does it. But some mornings I could mur- 
der it.” 

“And where is Phyllis while you're 
going through all this suffering?” 

He thought a while. “Sometimes she 
gets up earlier and makes the coffee,’ he 
offered. “It takes three cups before I 
return to consciousness.” 

“Do you agree on television programs?” 
I asked. 

“T don’t like television.” 

“And Phyllis?” I persisted. 

“She loves it,’ he. groaned. “So I 
watch it. But I still don’t enjoy it.” 

I concluded this marriage is on a 50-50 
basis. Maybe he gets his roast beef the 


“Can Phyllis stand the volume?” way he wants it, but Phyllis, by gum, 
“No,” he said mournfully. gets her television. i} 
“Do you think she ever plays records '- 
while you’re gone?” The stubborn Rock yt 
“Sure, Show tunes and things like that. Rock will tell you any old time that | : 
Phyllis loves show business.” he’s stubborn. So I asked how Phyllis 3 
; 


ra riage had made. 

In the middle of this, as I say, Rock 
walked back in, and sure enough, he was 
talking again! 

“Listen,’ he said, out of a clear blue 
sky, “when you were in Europe, did you 
get to Bavaria?” 


“She does? I thought she’d have none got around this particular obstacle, 
of it.” of stubbornness is 
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“No,” I said, somewhat startled. 

“You should have. I found a little town 
away up in the mountains, where all the 
houses were painted bright colors and 
everybody skiied all day long. There 
were maybe 500 people, all red-cheeked 
and healthy, and I never saw a happier 
bunch. It was like another world. They 


were always singing and yodeling.” 
A far-away look had come into his 


“Not for herself. But she understands 
it, having worked in the agent end of the 
business. I get kind of violent some- 
times about my work, and she under- 
stands I have to-get things off my chest 
and then Ill be a happier character. I 
can talk to her about it. The first part 
‘of the Sunday paper she grabs is the 
drama section.” 


thinking that 6’ 4” 
quite something to get around. 

“She laughs it off,” he said. 

“Does she sweep the pine needles off 
the path by the house?” 

“No. She knows I like it that way.” 

“How about your _ procrastination?” 
Rock never even begins to get ready for 
an appointment until the last desperate 
minute, a habit that drove to distraction 


pink hat and gym bloomers. 


“She’s used to it.” 

‘Does it take her long to dress?” 

“Does the whole bit in fifteen minutes.” 

“Does Phyllis have a hobby?” I asked. 

“The house is her hobby,’ he said 
smugly, and you could tell this is the way 
Rock wants it to be. 

“Do you take her out to dinner often?” 

“Sometimes. She loves it. I’d rather 
stay home. Why is it all women love to 
go out to dinner?” 

“Tf that isn’t just like a man,” I said. 
“Because, you idiot, they’re home all day, 
that’s why. Can’t you understand that?” 

“Tt doesn’t make much sense to me,” 
he said, with all the air of a man who 
has found happiness inside four walls and 
can’t imagine wanting to leave them. A 
home-loving man. 

“Now that you’ve been married six 
months,” I said, “have you run out of 
conversation? For instance, when the 
two of you go out to dinner, do you sit 
there in silence like Old Marrieds?” 

He thought about that for a while. 
“Sort of,” he said finally. “Phyllis doesn’t 
talk much. Neither do I.” 

“That’s what you think,” I thought, but 
all I said was, “Now, what about silent 
communion? Take for instance, a woman 
comes into the restaurant wearing a large 
Do you have 
inner convulsions you can share?” 

He roared, delighted. “You’ve got it! 
We just look at each other and have the 
time of our lives. I read somewhere that 
being married is having somebody’s eye 
to catch across a room. Now I know what 
that means.” 

“What do you laugh about?” 

“Everything. There was the toasted 


cheese sandwich in Acapulco, 
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for in- 
stance, Phyllis ordered one and the 
waiter said, ‘Yes, madam, one club sand- 
wich.’ ‘No,’ she said, ‘toasted cheese.’ 
‘Yes,’ he said, ia club sandwich. I'll bring 
it right away.’ ‘No, she said, ‘I want a 
toasted cheese sandwich.’ So she ate her 
club sandwich and we both got hysterical. 


Silly things like that, we laugh about.” 


“What do you tease her about?” I asked. 
“You must tease her about something. 
You do it to everybody else.” 

“Well, I teased her into remembering 
not to throw away my denims when I’d 
just got them broken in. And I teased 
her into taking golf lessons, only it back- 
fired. She’s a better golfer than I am.” 


In debt 


“What else?” I said. 

“T owe her $999,945.25,” he said. 

“Whatever for?” 

“Tt was a World Series bet,” he said. 
“One million dollars. I lost, but I’m 
gradually decreasing the debt.” 

“How?” 

“Oh, little bets. Like I bet you 25c that 
was a Cadillac that just went by, or I 
bet you 50c that woman at the drug store 
counter orders a sundae. The only 
trouble is, Phyllis is smart. It’s a slow 
process for me.” 

“All right,’ I said. 
tease you about?” 

“T get jangled,” he said. “You know. 
With words. Like the time Douglas Sirk 
talked to me about doing Battle Hymn 
after I'd finished Giant. He said some- 
thing about having enjoyed working. with 
me and that he’d like to direct me again. 
I got so flustered—he threw the compli- 
ment at me so suddenly—that all I could 


“What does she 


think of to say was ‘Ditto, darn it.’ Phyllis 
nearly died laughing at me.” 

“What are you planning to give her 
for your six-months anniversary?” I 
asked. 

“A can of sauerkraut juice,” he said. 

“Hmmm?” 

“Sauerkraut juice. I’ve already given 
her a gift. I got mixed up on my dates 
and when we’d been married five months 
I gave her a present, and some flowers 
and things, and took her out to dinner. 
So when the 9th comes around again, 
she’ll just get a token gift.” 

I started to say, “A token of what, 
exactly?” but I didn’t. For the first time, 
as he talked about the anniversary, even 
though he joked, there was a difference 
in Rock. It wasn’t that he grew sad, or 
even nostalgic. But a little of the gaiety 
went, and was replaced by a tenderness, 
the sort of gentleness that only a big 
guy can have in his voice and his eyes. 

So I asked him something else. “Were 
you lonely before you were married?” I 
said. 

He looked at me. “Yes.” 

“Are you lonely now?” 

“No,” said Rock Hudson, and this time, 
his mind didn’t go skipping off on a tan- 
gent. It rested on that, on coming home 
to a house twinkling with light, a kitchen 
where a steak is broiling the way he likes 
it, and a wife who understands him, and 
laughs with him. No, he isn’: lonely any 
more. And it’s made quite a change in 
the guy. END 


Rock Hudson will soon appear in MGM’s 
Something of Value, U-I’s Written on the 
Wind and George Stevens’ Warner Bros. 
Giant. 


steve allen’s double life 


(Continued from page 62) a half can of 
the foamy stuff. Sometimes he’ll toy with 
a little mild wine, just to be sociable, and 
this last year he’s developed a vague taste 
for one goblet of champagne with dinner. 
But most of the time he just sticks to to- 
mato juice or fidgets with a water glass. 

Then you think, “He’s just sleepy today.” 
It is true that Steve is the perfect “B” 
type: He doesn’t really start operating un- 
til dusk. He hates to get up in the morn- 
ing, and therefore seldom does. If you 
meet him at 1 or 2 p.m., he’s still rubbing 
the sleep out of his eyes. (This is a big 
reason, incidentally, why his radio and Tv 
successes have been midnight shows; he 
would be starving today if hed been 
handed many early-bird assignments.) 
But no; even at 11 pm., after a good ten 
hours of sacktime the night before, the 
off-screen Steve has that same uncomfort- 
able air. 

Finally you decide, “He’s sick; he just 
doesn’t feel well today.” This, too, is not 
the cause. In the first place, he eats such 
plain foods that he couldn’t have anything 
wrong with his stomach. He doesn’t smoke 
at all, let alone too much. The asthma he 
suffered so cruelly from as a boy has prac- 
tically disappeared. And, although he has 
a tendency to get a little big and soft, he 
lost weight on studio orders before he 
made The Benny Goodman Story and has 
not returned to his heavy scale-tipping. 


Give. him crowds 


To understand Steve’s party-pooping, 
you have to realize that he does not like 
to see people alone or in small groups, and 
that he doesn’t do it if he can help it. 
When he has to meet people, he’s usually 
flanked by his press agent or his manager 
or his wife, Jayne Meadows. With her 


around, he doesn’t have to talk. No one 


has ever accused Jayne of not being able 
to handle a little chit chat; with her, it 
flows and flows and flows. You can almost 
hear Steve’s sigh of relief when she whips 
into view and takes the conversational load 
off his shoulders. He smiles, leans back, 
and leaves it to Jayne. Some people have 
left their Park Avenue apartment after 
spending an evening with the Allens and, 
when Jayne’s voice stops ringing in their 
ears, realize they can’t remember one 
statement from Steve except lines like 
a dear,” and “The dinner was wonder- 
ful.” 

“This is a comedian?” you ask yourself. 

Yes, this is a comedian—merely not one 
that is “on” all the time. Before he can re- 
lax and wax witty, Steve Allen has one 
requirement: a great big audience down 
front. George Burns and Groucho and Phil 
Silvers take one look at a small group of 
people and immediately turn it into a 
bunch of grinning faces. Steve, finding 
himself in an intime set-up, either looks 
expectant, gazes off into the distance, or 
literally squirms. He readily admits that 
he doesn’t feel at ease until he stands on a 
stage and faces the amorphous mass of a 
studio audience. Not for him the Godfrey 
theory of tv performing—pretending you 
are talking to one or two people in a liv- 
ing room. The mere thought would send 
Steve scurrying backstage. 

Why is Steve so ill at ease around a few 
people in the flesh? Because he has never 
completely recovered from his unhappy 
childhood. It made him the introvert he is. 


Born in a trunk 


Looking back on his early years, Steve 
says that sometimes, “I wanted to kill my- 
self.” 

Stephen Valentine Patrick William Al- 
len was born in New York City on De- 
cember 26, 1921. His father, William G. Al- 
len, a singer and straight man known on 
vaudeville bills as Billy Allen, died when 


Steve was only eighteen months old. His 
mother, Belle Montrose, was bereft with- 
out her partner-husband, but continued 
with her career as a comedienne, taking 


_ little Steve with her from one backstage 


to another for five years. Being born in a 
trunk isn’t always the fun it’s cracked up 
to be: An only child, Steve may have en- 
joyed having Sandra Berle, Milton’s fa- 
mous mother, as a sometime sitter; and 


. even at that young age, he undoubtedly 


reveled in his mother’s affluent periods. 
But it was also a life that precluded any 
regular playmates and that included weeks 
of no bookings for Belle and dingy hotel 
rooms as a home for little Steve. 


The money problem 


Not the provident type, Steve’s mother 
never saved enough from her good weeks 
to tide her over the bad ones in any style. 
Now retired and living alone in California, 
Belle Montrose has to depend on her son 
for money. Steve visits her occasionally 
when he’s on the coast, but her mercurial 
disposition and non-abstemious inclina- 
tions don’t jibe with Steve’s personality. 
He loves her, but they can’t get along for 
any sustained period of time. 

Steve’s childhood—riches one week and 
walk-up flats the next—was the cause of 
his becoming, as an adult, very security- 
conscious. He has no desire for great 
wealth, but he is determined never to be 
poor again. Thus, although he could live 
on a fairly grandiose scale on the net from 
his $350,000 per annum, he prefers saving 
and investing his money. In contrast to 
other Tv couples, he and Jayne live a mod- 
est life. They have only one car and one 
full-time servant. Steve has relatively few 
clothes. Their Park Avenue apartment, 
while comfortable, is hardly extra-plush. 
When Steve’s three sons by his first mar- 
riage come to visit—on vacations and in 
the summer—all the boys have to pile into 
the one extra bedroom. 


Life with the relatives eat 
Steve’s mother’s relatives, the Donohues, 
didn’t exactly brighten up his boyhood 
either. When he was five and ready for 
kindergarten, his mother ceremoniously 
parked him with her two working sisters 
| and her two bachelor brothers in Chicago. 
She couldn’t keep him with her any long- 
er, and anyway—as she is the first to ad- 
mit—Belle Montrose wasn’t good for her 
son. She had a knack of getting him into | 
trouble. One day, when she took him out | 
for a drive, they had an accident and | 
| Steve ended up in the hospital with a con- | 
cussion. Another time, when she took him 
to her agent’s office with her, she saw a | 
police dog in the. waiting room and told 
Steve to “Pat the nice doggie.” He duti- 
fully did—and got his face thoroughly 
| scratched in return. Everyone figured 
| Steve would be safer at the Donohuey’, 
| and there his headquarters remained un- 
til he went off to college—except when his 
mother periodically retrieved him, or when 
she fought with her family and yanked 
| him away, or when he was sent away to 
school, or when he ran away. 

Steve was so miserable that, when he 
ran away, he did more than pack a knap- 
sacl: and head for a neighbor’s house. He 
got on his bicycle and headed for Gary, 
Indiana, and then, switching to freight 
cars, made it as far away from Chicago as 
Houston, Texas. He went back “home” 
only because he was footsore, and hungry. 

Steve hated it at the Donohues’—partly 
because they were so garrulous that he 
had little chance to get a word in edge- 
wise or any other way. The Donohues 
liked to scrap and declaim and talk, talk, 
talk; Steve’s ears got so sore that he con- 
sciously refused to add to the Donohue 
din, thus picking up the habit of silence 
that has persisted over the years. They 

| were also superstitious people who 
brooked no back talk from their logical 
little nephew. They insisted, for instance, 
that he would drown if he took a bath aft- 
er dinner. Steve tried convincing them 
otherwise, but he soon discovered that 
there was no percentage in butting his 
ideas against four brick walls. He gave up 
and withdrew into himself. 

His asthma, which plagued him as a boy, 
also made him quiet because it made 
him feel bad a lot of the time. (He is so 
improved now that he can even take a few 
dogs and some cigar smoke in the same 
room with him; these two allergies lasted 
for years after he left the Donohues.) 

His relatives, never understanding, 
jeered at him and dubbed him “The 
Sphinx’”—hardly a move to make him 
talkative. 

Besides the Donohues, Steve had to con- 
tend with too many schools. He spent his 
first six study years in ten—count ’em, ten 

| —different public and boarding schools. 
| This, as any child of a peripatetic parent 
will tell you, is rough. Time after time, 
just as he’d grown a root or two and made 
a friend or three. Steve would be yanked 
up and out and on to another strange 
place. The same routine prevailed during 


BELGIMERE SWEATERS ore full-fashioned, sensuously soft, and his high school years: He went to six 
separate schools then. 


shaped to your shape in the knitting. They smile through endless sudsings, keep 


| The way out 
their original proportions. In lovely **Hushed Hues” that enhance the fairest com- There was a silver lining to the cloud 
: ' ; of Steve’s childhood, however: He is con- 
plexion! ‘Merry Making,’ $10.95. Blend-Mate skirt, $12.95. ; vinced that it helped make him the 


comedian he is today. One of his most fond- 
ly held theories is that every good corme- 
dian had a tough time of it as a kid, 
usually financially and religiously. Hav- 
ing been a Catholic in Chicago may not 


; if ry | Le qT 4 r | qualify Steve as a full-fledged member of 
S wAGG AS We °® | a minority group, but, if his theory holds 
\ | water, he had enough early troubles to 
AN . . tog naan . | help him become a comic in later life. 
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ets for expression when he was still quite 
- young. In his teens, as now, he tried per- 
_ forming; after all, show business was in 
his blood. He had taken piano lessons for 
three years when he was a child—the sum 
total of his formal musical training—so he 
started playing at local weddings and 
small social events while he was in high 
school. He spent some of his earnings sit- 
ting in night clubs and studying big-name 
bands on week ends; he inculcated him- 
self with their styles so thoroughly that 
he can still sit down at the piano and 
imitate any one of them. To this day 
Steve’s not at home in anything but the 
key of G and he still can’t read music, 
but a parlay of persistence and a good 
ear has made him a pianist. He got good 
enough quick enough in high school to 
appear on The Morris B. Sachs Amateur 
Hour, a Chicago version of the old Major 
Bowes show; he didn’t win, but the expe- 
rience helped him realize that, although 
he couldn’t face his aunts and uncles with 
equanimity, he could perform in front of 
large numbers of non-relatives. 


Writer, composer, humorist 


Steve also found self-expression in writ- 
ing, and here, too, small successes came 
soon, Some of his adolescent poems were 
published in local papers and magazines, 
and one essay won a prize. He enjoyed 
writing so much that, when he entered 
Drake University in Des Moines, Iowa, 
as a freshman, he majored in journalism. 
To this day, scribbling is an important part 
of his life. Besides Fourteen For Tonight (a 
collection of short stories) and The Funny 
Men (his polite but perspicacious analyses 
of other comedians), Steve has written a 
- jazz column for Down Beat, bop versions 
of fairy tales, an NBC spectacular, and is 
doing a new monthly piece-about-every- 
thing for Cosmopolitan. Up on a shelf in 
his front hall closet at home are other 
unpublished works—part of a Broadway 
musical, a tome on _ song-writing, a 
mountainous semi-autobiographical novel. 
Added to these are hundreds of songs, his 
most famous being “Let's Go To Church 
On Sunday Morning,” “Cotton Candy,” 
“An Old Piano Plays The Blues,” and all 
the theme music on Tonight. When, three 
years ago, Steve got the lead in a Broad- 
way play called The Pink Elephant, he 
proceeded to do a lot of writing on that 
too. First asking permission to “change a 
few lines,” he ended up almost completely 
rewriting his own part—a move that didn’t 
exactly endear him to some of the other 
cast members, who had to struggle along 
with the original author’s not-very-funny 
lines, but a move that did make Steve the 
hit of the show. The Pink Elephant was 
a flop; Steve was great. 

Steve not only gets pleasure and profit 
from writing; when he vents his displeas- 
ure, he takes to the typewriter. Although 
he can talk in no uncertain terms to his Tv 
staff when they goof or don’t come 
through with good ideas, he prefers post- 
ing sharp-toned notices on the bulletin 
board in his office above the Hudson 
Theater. When he’s involved in a feud 
with a columnist or another tv star, he 
does it via the U.S. mails. When Jack 
Paar, an alarmingly outspoken fellow, 
decided that someone on Steve’s show was 
lifting ideas from his afternoon program, 
Jack said so-.out loud. Steve, in denying 
it, wrote page after page to Jack and put 
a stamp on it. : 

Whether his writing’s for fun or for 
feuding, it’s a sure thing that Steve 
wouldn’t have such an output to his credit 
if he were more of an extrovert. 


Marriage and radio 


Steve didn’t decide to make his major 
career in radio rather than writing until 
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he switched to Arizona State Teachers 
College in Phoenix, Arizona, for his sopho- 
more year in 1942 (a move he made to 
relieve his asthma). One deciding factor 
was that there was more money in the 
airwaves: He got $45 a week for working 
parttime at KOY, a local radio station, 
doing the usual beginner’s chores of an- 
nouncing, newscasting, acting, scripting, 
record-spinning, jingle-writing and 
sweeping up. He spent some of this 
largesse on dating 2 pretty little freshman 
named Dorothy Goodman. While he was 
doing a short hitch in the Army at a 
California camp (he was discharged be-‘ 
cause of his asthma), he sent for Dorothy 
and they were married. Returning to 
Phoenix with his eighteen-year-old bride, 
Steve started school again, but he had to 
quit and turn to KOY fulltime. A baby 
was on the way, and he needed more than 
$45. Ambition had set in, too, and Steve 
trained his sights on Los Angeles, where 
the networks had headquarters. Aug- 
menting his income by piano-playing in 
nightclubs and steak houses, he managed 
to save $1000 and, in 1944, Steve, Dorothy, 
and Steve, Jr., headed for Hollywood. 

Even with the wartime manpower short- 
age, he didn’t land a job until the Allen 
kitty was almost gone. Just before starva- 
tion set in, he landed an announcer’s job 
at Mutual, then got promoted to an early- 
morning disk jockey show. CBS gave him, 
his next boost up the ladder by making 
him a man-about-their-studio; he even 
covered wrestling matches for them, and 
in his spare time made a couple of bad 
movies that, to his relief, hardly anyone 
ever saw. 

All this time Steve was learning, learn- 
ing, learning. Most of his friends being 
musicians and songwriters, he picked up 
some minor musical talents that have stood 
him in good stead: He learned enough to 
fool around on a tuba, fingered the trum- 
pet enough to get in some licks, and 
picked up the clarinet a few times. (Ben- 
ny Goodman, of course, did the recording 
for the sound track of The Benny Good- 
man Story, but Steve, still learning, took 
clarinet lessons to get the fingering perfect.) 
When he got his big break—a late-night 
disk-jockey show—he was ready to toss 
out the records and provide some all- 
‘round entertainment himself. 


Divorce 


Steve’s career was going great guns. By 
the summer of 750, he was raking in some 
$900 a week and got to summer-substitute 
for Eve Arden’s Our Miss Brooks on the 
network. But there was trouble at home. 
He loved his children—Steve, Jr., had 
been followed by Brian and David—but 
he and Dorothy had drifted apart. It was 
not a question of his “going Hollywood” 
at all; his house was small, his tastes were 
simple. And there wasn’t any other wom- 
an. But, as so often happens when two 
people have married very young and one 
of them goes on to make a splash, in- 
cempatibility sets in. Dorothy, busy 
with the three boys, didn’t have time to 
enter Steve’s social life, especially when 
he worked at night and had to socialize 
in the daytime. More and more, Steve 
found himself going without her, meeting 
people she never met. They were leading 
two lives and speaking two different 
languages, and soon their little foibles got 
on each other’s nerves. 

Steve would look at Dorothy and, in his 
mind, compare her unfavorably with the 
girls he’d seen at a party. (He knew, of 
course, that those girls didn’t have three 
little hellions at home to take care of, but 
the knowledge didn’t help the compari- 
son.) Their little house always seemed 
full of diapers and late dinners and broken 
toys (again understandable, but still an- 


“noying). Dorothy wanted more help from 


Steve around the place, but he was at just 
that point in his career when he needed to 
be out with musicians and agents and fel- 
low performers. 

With his home collapsing for the ump- 
teenth time in his life, Steve was des- 
perate. After all, he had been brought up 
not to believe in divorce, he loved the 


‘boys, and he felt guilty. During this black 


period, he would drive around by him- 
self stewing about the situation, return- 
ing home swearing he would make every- 
thing all right, and then let some little 
thing make him blow his top. He even 
tried drinking; that, of course, didn’t help 
either. One night he consciously tried to 
get drunk to forget. He succeeded in get- 
ting drunk, but when he woke up with 
an A-No. 1 hangover, his unhappiness was 
still there along with a splitting head. 

The only solution, as Steve and Dorothy 
saw it, was a divorce; and after Steve 
moved to New York, Dorothy got one. 
Steve today is still very sensitive about it, 
and about having remarried, three years 
later, outside his church. But both of them, 
happily remarried, have made excellent 
readjustments. Steve had the help of a 
psychiatrist, and of Jayne, who turned out 
to be a terrific stepmother. In fact, before 
Steve married her, he made sure that his 
boys knew her and liked her; Jayne en- 
tertained all three during their vacations 
when she and Steve were courting. When 
Dorothy was remarried, to a movie mu- 
sician, Steve’s conscience was finally al- 
most stilled. 


A family affair 


Jayne’s and Steve’s courtship was a real 
family affair. One time, when the boys 
were in the east, Steve took a house on 
the water out on Long Island for them, 
and Jayne spent most of her spare time 
traveling out there to swim and picnic 
with the small fry. When the boys were 
in the city and Steve was busy, Jayne 
would pick them up, take them to her and 
her sister Audrey Meadow’s apartment, 
and stuff them with cookies. One time a 
reporter, bent on getting an interview on 
Audrey, ended up writing a piece about 
Audrey’s sister Jayne and her three pro- 
spective stepsons. 


At first glance, Jayne Meadows wins a 


prize as The Most Unlikely Wife for Steve 
Allen. He tries to appear as ordinary as 
possible; Jayne takes great pride in hav- 
ing been born in China (her father was 
a missionary), in having learned Chinese 
before she learned English, in designing 
some of her own distinctive clothes, in 
Being Different. She put shutters at the 
windows of their apartment in New York 
“Because people in New York have dra- 
peries; in Hollywood, where everyone has 
shutters, I'd have draperies.” Steve dresses 
conservatively; Jayne sports bright colors, 
spike heels, earrings that jangle to her 
shoulders, and very V-neck dresses. 
But look at the Allens more closely, and 
youll see more basis for a good marriage. 
Jayne is a very talented homemaker. 


Many’s the night she hems up a skirt - 


while she sits at home watching his show 
and waiting for him to come home. She 
can cook; she does make curtains; she 
whips up Christmas ornaments; she takes 
an intense interest in their apartment. 
They can share their career troubles. 
Steve can help Jayne find that perfect 
play to reaffirm her status as an actress. 
Jayne can offer shrewd advice on Steve's 
added assignment: how to beat Ed Sulli- 
van from 8 to 9 on Sundays, where NBC 
is pitting Steve against the oldest estab- 
lished permanent variety show in Tv. That 
will be the Battle of the Season and the 
Battle of the Sphinxes, and we’re taking 
no bets. END 
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PA ecg MORO TR eR: Ge me ve 


Color your life | 
with brand new | 

excitement by giving | 
your looks new | | | 
appeal, your wardrobe 


new zest, your | | 


personality a 


fascinating new radiance 


how YOU can be alluring | 


® You can he simple or smart—sultry or sweet—tall or short—thin or fat—and you will be attractive to men. 


But nothing will captivate and hold a man so surely as your capacity to be alluring. Webster defines the 


word allure as “to tempt” or “to entice”. The first step on the road to allure is to change_your make-up. Get 


rid of summertime’s old tired make-up. The colors will be all out of step with the brand new look that is | 
entrancing Hollywood’s guys this fall. Buy dramatic new make-up colors that are brave and bold and yet ik 
full of mystery and interest. Read the ads carefully—study all of the facts about each product, then use the | 
trial and errér method. In this way you will find the preparations that are just right for you. A bewitch- 

ing make-up is the keynote of the new look. Brows are longer and darker! Blue eye shadow the favorite i 
on the lids! The lip-line is lush and full! The lip color is a rich commanding red! The complexion tint is 
warm and glowing with new rose pink! Anita Ekberg, now in Paramount’s War and Peace, posed for us to 
show you the beauty and intrigue of the new make-up magic. Here are the rules so that you, too, can en- 
joy the new fall make-up. Start with a clean, clear skin. Blend in make-up foundation, touch the cheek- | | 
bones with a spot of rouge and blend to the outer brow line. Blend blue eye shadow on your lids. Outline | 


your lips with a lipstick brush, giving them length, roundness and fullness—fill with lipstick (study Anita’s 


| lip make-up carefully). Powder, brush your brows, lengthen and darken them with a brow pencil. Brush 
mascara on your lashes, spread each lash so that they don’t all cake together. Once again touch up your lip- 
stick for definite accent. Your mirror will tell you that you are now on the way to the new look! The thrill 


of it will automatically make you stand straighter, determine to get a new hair-do, take better care of your 


hair, select new clothes! Glamorously made up, dressed up and with a new verve for life, your friends will say 
that you have changed. You will have the new look! As an exciting new person your conversation will | 
sparkle, your manner scintillate. New desires will come into your life—and new fulfillments. The promise 
of “allure” will be completely realized. You will have it—and him! 
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modern screen fashions 


new clothes for 


@ A man’s eye takes one quick jump from head to toes, so 

you must walk in beauty. Shirley Jones of 20th’s Carousel chooses 

a Velvet Step shoe wardrobe that can take any gal right up the 

fashion ladder to meet the challenge of all roving eyes. These 

famous shoes come in a dawn to dusk selection with promised comfort and 
admiration through all the hours, All the shoes are under $11.00. 

Below, Shirley wears a black suede pump (detail, photo 3). Her heavenly 

coat of inimitable Cloud Number 9 cleans like a dream, is water-repellent 

and lined with Milium. Her baby cowhide handbag is by Rolfs. Shirley’s shortie 
Cloud Number 9 coat has a belted back, notched collar and turned back 

cuffs. Both coats come in blond, silver, black, brown, biscuit or charcoal blue. 
Both by Haber-Levy. Shirley carries a saddle leather hand-tooled Clifton 
handbag. Candy Button stockings are a novel fashion note with Shirley’s 
wedgie pumps (detail, photo 1). The Ultralite Medallion Samsonite 

luggage in the new two-tone design. Shirley’s full-fashioned nylon stockings 

are by Willys of Hollywood. See opposite page top to bottom: Candy Buttons, 
Daisy Chain, Candelabra, Wind Up, Charmer. On the left, Shirley wears two 

of Catalina’s outstanding sweaters. The white rib-stitched cardigan 

with shawl collar and patch pockets is made of 100% Zephyr wool. White, 
black, navy or flame. The short-sleeved, full-fashioned striped slip-on with 
slash neck is of Belgimere, imported lamb’s wool. It comes in a wide variety 

of colors. Shirley carries a roomy and wonderful kip calf handbag by Meeker. 
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MODERN SCREEN FASHIONS MAY BE 
BOUGHT IN PERSON OR BY MAIL 
FROM THE STORES LISTED ON PAGE 86 


All photos by Roger Prigent 


velvet step shoes 


1. Unlined soft glove leather, crepe 

sole, wedge heel pump. Black, slate grey 
benedictine, or basque red. 

2. Suede vamp, figured elasticized cloth 

back or quarter, medium heel. 

Black or brown. 

3. Suede pump, high heel. Black 

suede or smooth leather. 

4. Smooth leather, sweater pump, high 

heel. Brown or black smooth leather, brown or 
black suede. 

5, Unlined soft glove leather, crepe sole, 

wedge heel. Black, tan, red, slate 

grey or avoacdo. 


(Continued from page 50) something, I 
guess,” she flipped back. 

Strangley enough, Nick Adams, who has 
perhaps the greatest future of all of 
Hollywood’s younger male players, would 
himself have been Number 1 with Natalie, 
instead of Number 2, had he not intro- 
duced Scott to her. The first time Natalie 
ever had a good look at Scott, a chance 
to really study him, that is, was on tele- 
vision when he and Nick had the leads 
in an NBC Matinee Theatre play, The 
Bottom Of The River, in which they both 
were young New York hoodlums. A few 
days later Nick was to take Natalie to a 
preview of Bad Seed when he remem- 
bered that he had a friend who also 
wanted to see the picture, and he asked 
Natalie if she would mind having another 
boy come along. 

She said no. Nick phoned his friend. 
And that’s when she met Scott. They 
took to each other instantly. Last June 
when Nick returned from location at Se- 
donia, Arizona, where he played the 
second male lead in The Last Wagon, 


“let’s get my romances straight!” = 


ea 


starring Richard Widmark, he ruefully 
recalled introducing Scott to Natalie. 
“Gee, I get back to find that they are 
practically married,” he said. 
This isn’t the case, of course. Natalie, 
just a few weeks ago, put it this way. “It’s 
true I go with Scott,” she said, “but if I 
had to tell whether it was serious or not 
I wouldn’t know. If serious means will I 


run off and get married, it isn’t that seri-_ 


ous!” 

Sal Mineo is probably on Natalie’s list 
because she sees a lot of him when he is 
in town; they are close to each other in 
their thinking about their work; but he is 
almost a year younger than she is and not 
actually a candidate for her hand. 

The most aggressive of the boys on her 
list is probably Martin Millner, in his late 
twenties, who has had good roles in pic- 
tures like Mr. Roberts, Pete Kelly’s Blues 
and Screaming Eagles. When he was on 
location in Phoenix, Arizona, some months 
ago, he used to telephone Natalie every 
night—the first extended, long distance 
courting she had experienced. Another of 


ict bc 

Bob Vaughn, who has been given a 
contract by the Hecht-Lancaster organ- 
ization, and at this writing is being con- 
sidered for the starring role in Cry Tough, 
bears watching as a figure in Natalie’s life. 
A special, fond quality comes into her 
voice when she talks about him. It isn’t 
sisterly, like when she talks about Sal, or 
bubbling with fun, as when she laughs 
about the gags she and Nick have pulled. 
It has a note of promise in it, as if Bob 
could mean a lot more than he does, if 
events threw them closer together. ~ 


Too young to marry 


“ Yet the truth about Natalie, at this very 
moment, is that her career has gripped 
her imagination more strongly than the 
promise of marriage, or even motherhood, 
for that matter. Oh, she has talked about 
marriage and children. “When I do get 
-married I am _ going to be the best 
mother,” she says. “I am not going to be 
possessive. I’d like to have a boy first, 
and then a girl. (Continued on page 86) 


1000 PRIZES 


FOR YOU 


( The Young Lovers by Julian Halevy 


(] This Side Of Paradise by F. Scott Fitzgerald 


Please check the space to the left of the one phrase which best answers each question: 


We want to know how you like—or maybe dislike—the stars and the stories listed 
below. And we want to know what others you're interested—or disinterested—in, so 
that Modern Screen can go on being your magazine! In return for your ideas, we'll 
send you free one of these exciting Dell novels—provided your questionnaire is 
one of the first 1000 to reach us. So check your choice and send it in today! 


( The Steep Ascent by Anne Morrow Lindbergh 


1. | LIKE MARILYN MONROE: 

(J more than almost any star (J a lot 
_| fairly well [J very little (J not at all 
(J) don’t know her weil enough to say 
} READ [J all of her story (J part 
Tj] none 

1T HELB MY INTEREST: (| completely 
"] fairly well [ very little (] not at all 


2. | LIKE ROCK HUDSON: 

{J more than almost any star [j a lot 
(J fairly well [j very little { not at all 
{} don’t know him well enough to say 
1 READ: (J all of his story [j part [J none 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [] completely 
(J fairly well (j very little (0 not at ali 


3. 1 LIKE ESTHER WILLIAMS: 


{4 more than almost any star [] a lot 
(J fairly well [1 very little (J not at all 
{J don’t know her well enough to say 
READ: [Jallofherstory (jpart [Jnone 
1T HELD MY INTEREST: [j completely 


(J fairly well [jvery little [not at all 


4. | LIKE PIER ANGEL) 


{J more than almost any star [ja Jot 
{fairly well (j very little (] not at all 
(don’t know her well enough to say 


| READ: {j all of her story {] part 
(J none 

IT HELD MY INTEREST: [j completely 
fairly well (1 very little (j not at all 


5. | LIKE NATALIE WOOD: 

(J more than almost any star [J a lot 
C fairly well [j very little (4 not at all 
{J don't know her well enough to say 

| READ: [jallofherstory [Jpart (none 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [J completely 
(J fairly well (j very little [) not at all 


6. 1 LIKE DEWEY MARTIN: 

LJ more than almost any. star [? a Jot 
( fairly well (1 very little (j not at all 
(J don’t know him well enough to say 

! READ: (jall of his story [part [Jnone 
1T HELD MY INTEREST: [] completely 
1 fairly well [1 very little [J not at all 


7. | LIKE RITA MORENO: 

{J more than almost any star [J a lot 
(2 fairly well 7) very little [] not at ail 
(4) don’t know her well enough to say 

| READ: [jallofherstory [part [Jnone 


1T HELD MY INTEREST: [] completely 
fairly well (1) very little (9 not at all 


8. | LIKE KIM NOVAK 

(J more than almost any star (J a jot 
(J fairly well (5 very little [4 not at all 
[J don’t know her well enough to say 
1 READ: [) all of her story [J part (J none 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: (j completely 
] fairly well 1) very little [7 not at all 


9. | LIKE JANE RUSSELL: : 

(J more than almost any star [) a lot 

O fairly wetl [J very little (J not at all 
1 don't know her well enough to say 
1 READ: [J all of her story (J part | none 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [] completely 
DD fairly well (D very little [) not at all 


10. | LIKE STEVE ALLEN: 

(J more than almost any star [] a lot 
(1 fairly well [5 very little [j not at all 
1 don’t know him well enough to say 
! READ: [Jall of his story [part [jnone 
1T HELD MY INTEREST: [ completely 
OD fairly well (2 very little ( not at all 


11. | LIKE ANITA EKBERG: 

( more than almost any star [J a lot 
D fairly well (5 very little (j not at all 
LG don’t know her well enough to say 
1 READ: [) all of her story (J part [j none 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [] completely 
D fairly well (1 very little () not at all 


12. 1 LIKE JOHN WAYNE 

Cj more than almost any star [J a lot 

D fairly well [ very little (j not at all 
(J don’t know him well enough to say 

| READ: (jJall of his story (Jpart [Jnone 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: [] completely. 
UO fairly weil [) very little ( not at all 


13. | LIKE SAL MINEO: 

J more than almost any star () a lot 

LO fairly well () very little (j not at all 
(J don’t know him well enough to say 
| READ: [all of his story ( part [J none 
IT HELD MY INTEREST: oO completely 
Co fairly well [J very little [j not at all 


14. | READ: : 

(all of Loueila Parsons In Hollywood 
17. Which male and female stars do z Lj part (1) none 
you want to read about? Please in- @ TATE @ FEMALE eis 
dicate your preference at the right g IT HELD MY SRTERESTE CO completely 
by writing your first choice next to (je) 3 MALE (2) FEMALE C fairly well [7 very little [j not at all 
(1), your second choice next to (2) 5 : 
and your third choice next to (3). @ MALE re) Mace 15. Have ycu bought anything you've 

—_——. seen in MODERN SCREEN FASHIONS in 

18. To which movie magazines do you subscribe? the past six months? [j yes [j no 

What: did) youlsbUly? cyrs)scnwintets cle am eeicin 
GE 5 NAME ee Oita er ul: Gee ea a ADDRESS. 2.8. a es PP ae Pe omen Gener 

16. Do you ever make your own clothes 
eae om 1 seis as Mae her re Mn Ao ORE Mri LUN (Memes are ue min utps ear sete S| [lf Sas Bet ides Me ee, 


or does anyone in your family make | 
clothes for you? DLyes—[}no- are 


my 


Talented Whirlpool® bras that turn wishes to reality, by shaping 
you to the silhouettes of fall fashion! To wear bared necklines, 
wear this three-way convertible (right). It moulds you in lace, 


then keeps its place with a hugging Dacron-elastic body and back. 
Ask for 1136 in white or black. ABC cups, 5.95. Directing you 
into the Directoire look, Definitely Yours, (left) defines and lifts 
; with supple padded wires under each cup. Ask for 1396 in white, 
pe black, pink, pale blue. ABC cups, 5.95 D cp, 7.50 
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(Continued from page 84) And that would © 


be all.” She visits girl friends who are mar- 
ried, but they don’t report that she sits 
around their homes mooning over their 
married bliss, or that she tries to visualize 
herself in their place as a young bride. 

As a matter of fact, Natalie thinks that 
most of her girl friends, who married the 
boys they went with in high school, 
should have waited; she thinks they set- 
tled down too young. And that’s why she 
is reported to have once said that she 
wouldn't marry until she was thirty. Her 
fans, aghast, wrote her by the hundreds 
not to wait that long. 

Natalie probably won’t. But one thing 
she is sure of, she will never give up act- 
ing. Up to now she has appeared in about 
twenty-five pictures. “I want to be in a 
hundred more,” she has said. “And I 
want to stay in movies until I can do only 
character roles. That will be all right 
with me.” 

Well, few of Natalie’s friends agree that 


she will find contentment in just a career. 


They think she is far too feminine a girl, 
with too much all-out promise as a wo- 
man, not to realize eventually that she 
must not only live a woman’s normal life, 
but also that it would be wise to enter the 
major phases of such a life, bridehood, 
wifehood, and motherhood early enough 
to assure full returns emotionally. 

She knows one young couple who are 
ideally happy. The girl, an old playmate 
of Natalie’s, is nineteen. The husband is 
twenty-one. Natalie comes to visit them, 
sits and watches them, studies their com- 
plete absorption with each other .. . but is 
not yet convinced that this is true—really 
true!—bliss. 

Sometimes she talks to Scott Marlowe 
about them. But not often. Scott is a 
dedicated boy as far as acting is con- 


cerned. He does love to be with Natalie. 


And she knows this. And they have a fine 
time together because even if they aren’t 
really crazy about each other, they have 
so many mutual interests, especially act- 
ing, which makes the bond between them 
pretty solid: 

To understand Natalie one must under- 
stand the feelings of a young actress. For 
instance, some of her girl friends asked 
her to meet a boy they knew in high 
school who had begged to be introduced 
to her. 

“He’s a wonderful athlete, Natalie!” said 
one of the girls. “You ought to see him 
go over the high hurdles!” 

“Yes, I know,” Natalie responded. “But 
ean he act?” 


Drives boys wild 


It has always been a little like that— 
her devotion to her career providing just 
the right amount of balance to keep her 
from becoming completely boy crazy. 
And, just as might be expected, this 
seems to drive the boys she knows wild; 
at least some of them have gone to ex- 
tremes in their efforts to win her interest. 


She was hardly twelve when she got . 


her first presents from a boy—a watch and 
a ring. She thought they were just 
trinkets for which he had saved up. But 
she was wrong. When next she heard 
from him, it was by way of a letter from 
the reformatory. He had robbed a 
jewelry store. 

At fifteen she was going steady with 
another boy, until the time came when 
she decided it was taking up too much of 
her life. She broke it up. A few days 
later the parents of the boy telephoned 
and asked if she would go to see him, in 
the hospital. He had actually shot him- 
self with a rifle, although fortunately he 
sustained just a flesh wound. 

“Why did yeu de a thing like that?” 
Natalie asked when she reached his bed- 
side. 
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reli didn’t want to live without you, » he 
replied, his tone desperate. 


“It’s a darn good thing you missed!” she 
told him. 

That boy is now married and they have 
both laughed about the incident since. 


Natalie and James Dean 


It is a pretty good bet that if Jimmy 
Dean were alive today the list Natalie 
made of the boys she likes would have 
read differently; there are some who 
think that his name would have led all 
the rest. Natalie has refused repeatedly 
to comment about herself and Jimmy. But 
she was heard once saying that the hap- 
piest day in her life came during the 
filming of the picture she made with him, 
Rebel Without A Cause. 

“Tt was when we did our love scene in 
the deserted house,” she recalled. “It 
seemed to me that everything I had ever 
dreamed up for myself was taking place 
at that moment.” 

From Jimmy, of course, Natalie not only 
received romantic companionship but also 
professional stimulation, actor to actor, 
that was highly rewarding. They loved 
to do impersonations of other actors; 
Natalie’s routine included take-offs on 
Scarlett O’Hara in Gone With The Wind, 
Blanche Du Bois in A Streetcar Named 
Desire, Jo Van Fleet in East Of Eden, and 
even one of Marlon Brando. 

Today she gets this sort of double re- 
turn, professional as well as social, from 
her dating with Scott. “When I marry it 
will be to a man in the business I’m in,” 
Natalie has said. “Someone who under- 


Where to buy 
modern 


screen fashions 


Purchase in person or by mail 


from the following stores: 


VELVET STEP SHOES—Pg. 83 


Canton, Ohio—Balin Shoe Store 
Cleveland, Ohio—Norken, Inc. 
Clinton, Iowa—Mutz-Klopp Shoe Co. 
Cullman, Ala.—F. C. Patrick & W. Cride 
Glendale, Calif—Barnett Booteries, Inc. 
Goshen, Indiana—Roy Muller Shoes 
Houston, Texas—Saks Shoe Store 
Las Vegas, Nev.—Kost Dept. Store 
Memplus, Tenn.—Kaufman's 
Menlo Park, Calif.—Hogan’s Shoes 
Minneapolis, Minn. —Schuler Shoe Co. 
Newark, New York—Gene’s Family Store 
New York City, N. Y.—Julius Grossman, Inc. 
Pasadena, Calif.—Dobb’s Shoe C 
Salina, Kansas—Combs Shoe Go. 
St. Louts, Mo.—Deonald W. Webb 
St. Louts, Mo.—QOueen Quality Shoes 
St. Petersburg, Fla.—Carson’s Inc. 
Waco, Texas—Boone Shoe Co. 
Waukegan, Illinots—Buckman Shoe Co. 
Waycross, Ga.—C. W. Barfield 

- Wichita, Kansas—Fair Shoe Store 
Winchester, Va.—Shoecenter, Inc. 
Yonkers, N. ¥.—Westchester Bootery Inc. 


CATALINA SWEATERS—Pg. 82 
At ali fine department and specialty stores 


SAMSONITE LUGGAGE—Pg. 83 
At all fine luggage and department stores 


CLIFTON HANDBAGS—Pg. 83 


At fine stores throughout the U.S.A., Alaska 
and Hawatt 


MEEKER HANDBAGS—Pg. 82 
At all fine department stores, leather nae. 
and specialty shops 


HABLEY-BARBER COATS—Pp. 82, 83 


Baltimore, Md.—Hutzler Bros. 
Chicago, [ll.—Marshall Field ~ 
New York City, N. Y.—B. Altman 


If there is no store listed near you, write to Fashion, 
Modern Screen, 261 Fifth Ave., New York 16, N. Y. 


omen fe Seaacmena the hours, the 
necessary separations. Someone who will 
understand the things I mean when I am 
talking acting.” 

Well Scott is certainly highly qualified 
that way. He is not particularly eccen- 
tric about being a player, although ap- 
pointments have actually been made for 
Scott to pose for magazine photographs, 


sometimes for Natalie and him together— |} 


and he has bluntly declined to do them. 
He loves to go out with Natalie—but 
away from the bright spots where the 
columnists and gossip gatherers congre- 
gate to record the comings and goings of 
the stars. They do go to night clubs and 
smart dining spots occasionally, but only 
to see specific artists whom they know or 
in whose work they are interested and 
find inspiration. They went to the Inter- 
lude to see Frances Faye, for instance, to 
the Keyboard when Jerri Sothern was 
there, and they will go anywhere Harry 
Belafonte happens to be singing. But gen- 
erally they are more apt to be found in a 
quiet little restaurant somewhere, or sit- 
ting together in the balcony of a movie, 
or maybe just window-shopping along 
the street on an evening, dressed very 
casually, and rarely recognized by anyone. 


The little drama 


But one night, while walking along 
Hollywood Boulevard, they got a little 
crazy and decided to present a little do- 
mestic drama right then and there, im- 
provising as they went along, for the 
benefit of passers-by. 

“T am tired of having you always going 
out with other men!” Scott cried out in 
ringing tones. “I want my wife to stay 
home!” 

“And I’m tired of staying home while 
you go out with other women!” Natalie 
retorted. 

And thus they kept it up while their 
audience, the people along the street, 
turned and stared at them with shocked 
faces. 

Because Natalie is still so young, and 
because Scott hasn’t yet got a real footing 
in the movies, a lot of their friends be- 
lieve that their preoccupation with their 
individual problems will cause their 
romance to blow sky high. 

Natalie has heard this and has even re- 

ported it to Scott—at which time they 
ein laughed about it. And then, lately, 
they have come up with a sort of answer. 
They are working on an idea of making 
a picture together. 

After that? Well, not long ago Natalie 
had a conversation with one of her studio’s 
executives. She wanted to know if the 
studio was worried about her romances. 

“Why should it be?” he came- back. 
“The studio thinks romances are great.” 

“What if I married?” she challenged. 

“The studio wouldn’t care, Natalie,” he 
replied. 

“No?” she said, a bit astonished. Then, 
after thinking about it a little while, she 
added, “Oh. Well, that’s different.” 

Exactly what she meant by the answer, 
still remains to be seen. END 


Natalie will soon appear in Warner 
Bros.’ The Burning Hills and A Crime A 
Night. 


Christopher Morley's story, Lin- 
coln's Doctor's Dog, is being ad- 
apted for TY at the Hal Roach 
studios. Morley wrote this story 
when he was starving. A publisher 
advised him that the surest way to 
get a story accepted was to make ~ 
it (1) a story about Lincoln, or (2) 
about a dog or (3) about a doc- 


tor. Morley took no chances. 
Leonard Lyons in 
The New York Post 
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ohn wayne’s children tell all 


(Continued from page 66) vintage I never 
heard of.” : 

“That,” said Pat, “is because basically 
Dad is a man’s man. Now he never had 
any trouble with me!” 

“Ha!” said Melinda. “Seems to me I 
heard about how you had to be taught to 
swim by. being pushed off a pier when you 
were five. No wonder you grew up ath- 
letic!” 

“And I’m not exactly the indoor type 
myself,’ Toni said. “A lot of choice I had, 
being sandwiched in between you two 
boys, and all those swings and trapezes 
and things in the back yard. And Dad al- 
ways announcing, ‘I want you children in 
Good Physical Condition!’ ” 

“He used to roughhouse with me, too,” 
Melinda added. “He always seemed so 
big. But I notice he’s shorter now!” 

The other kids howled. Melinda has 
just reached what they devoutly hope will 
be her full height—five-foot-seven! 

“Yeah,” Pat said, “but it was Mike and 
me Dad always took fishing, and spear 
fishing, and hunting—and I never noticed 
him teaching you girls to block, either.” 

“Well, it never did much good with me,” 
Michael mourned. “It’s my jinx. I had to 
go and get hay fever.” 

“It’s not hay fever,” Toni corrected. 
“Tt’s an allergy that gives you hay fever.” 

“Never mind what it is. All I know is 
every time I got out on a grassy football 
field, in two minutes I couldn’t see a 
thing.” 


“Poor Michael,” said Melida, giggling. 


“Maybe you ought to give up and be an 
actor like Pat.” ; 

“Oh, NO!” roared the other three in 
unison. Michael drew himself up. “I,” he 
said, “am a business man.” 

“Anyway, Toni said, “you wouldn’t 
stand a chance in the competition. Pat’s 
the ham in the family.” 

“Tm the ham!” Pat said, indignantly. 
“Eyery time you come in from a date with 
Don you glidé around the house like 
Tallulah Bankhead!” 

“She’s thinking about wife-hood,” Me- 
linda said. “Dad is giving her instruc- 
tion.” 


The Duke gives lessons 


Patrick sat up. “What's he telling you? 
I hope it’s about housekeeping. I don’t 
know where you disappear at chore time, 
but I never saw anyone make such a fuss 
about taking care of her room.” 

Toni laughed. “If you must know, I 
hide in the closet. And as I’ve explained 
to you, I’m too near-sighted to see the 
dust. But with Dad—it’s not so much tell- 
ing as—er—object lessons. Over New 
Years, for instance, when Mike and his 
girl and Dan and Don and I went to Cata- 
lina on the boat. I yelled to Don to come 
get his things out of the cabin so Gretchen 
and I could unpack. And Dad positively 
howled down the hatch, ‘Don’t you boss 
him or anybody else around like that!’ ” 

“Dad’s a fine one to talk,” Michael com- 
mented. “For a man who’s losing his 
hair, he sure still has his temper.” 

“Oh, not the way he used to,’ Toni 
said. “I remember once when the laun- 
dry starched his shirt collars, and I can 
still see those shirts flying down the stairs! 
He wouldn’t do that now. I don’t think!” 

“Besides,” commented Melinda, “if he 
still had a temper, you’d never get away 
with teasing him about it. Or ribbing him 
about his hair.” 

“You, Miss,” said Pat, “are the one who 
insists on checking every time he comes 
over to see how much more has disap- 
peared.” 


Melinda wasn’t listening. ‘Remember 


how sore he got when I flunked math? 


sa hy 


But after he gives you the heavy treat- 
ment, he always makes you laugh.” 

“Not always,” Michael said. “I remem- 
ber once when he didn’t. Know what I 
mean, Toni?” 

Toni nodded. 

duck.” 
That was the time Duke Wayne came 
home from work and got the news about 
the ducks. Michael and Toni were four 
and two respectively, and on Easter their 
father had given them each a pet duck. 
That fateful day an older boy in the 
neighborhood had suggested a funeral. 
Happily cooperating, the two Wayne 
youngsters had stuffed dirt down the 
throat of one duck and were working on 
the other when a maid tore into the gar- 
den and stopped the slaughter. Duke was 
furious when he heard about it. 

“Come here!” he bellowed to the two 
toddlers. “What did you do today that 
was naughty?” - 

“We deaded a duck,” offered Michael. 

Wayne proceeded to put a large hand 
over each small face, shutting off their 
supply of air. “How do you like it?” he 
demanded. 

When she had stopped crying, Toni of- 
fered the only argument she could think 
of. “But Daddy, we only killed one of 
them.” 


“The time we deaded the 


Feminine logic 

“Dad called that,” remembered Toni, “a 
shining example of what they call femi- 
nine logic.” Regardless of how many ducks 
were “deaded” that day, the kids never for- 
got it. “Cripes, was he mad!” Michael said, 
theughtfully. He thought about it for a 
while. “We still can’t fool him about any- 
thing,’ he added. “He’s—er—on the ball. 
He keeps up with the world too well.” 

“Oh, I don’t. know,” Toni said. “Look 
how I got my car.” 

“T wish you’d tell me how,” Melinda 
commented. “I’ve been asking for one 
for absolutely years. I don’t know why I 


should be the only one in the family with-_ 


out wheels!” 

Toni settled back against a cushion. “I 
will tell you how it is done,” she said. 
‘Dad asked me what I wanted for gradu- 
ation and naturally I said a car. But he 
said I was too young and his answer was 
a positive no. I had all his friends work- 
ing on him, but he still held out. So I 
said all right, if he wouldn’t get it for 
me, I’d earn the money and buy it myself. 
That got him. It wasn’t long before I 
heard via the grapevine not to make any 
plans, that Dad was going to give me a 
carg 

“Well,” Melinda said mournfully, “he 
must have caught on after he thought 
about it. I suppose I’ll just have to wait. 
Anyway, I’m living proof that he doesn’t 
spoil us, in case anyone wants to know.” 


Dad never pushed 


“Tll say,” Pat put in. “Why, the whole 
time I worked in that picture we made at 
Big Bear, I’d notice Dad watching me— 
but he never said beans, never gave me 
any advice, or tried to push me ahead.” 
He paused. “It’s funny—the way he al- 
ways knows the way you want things.” 

“Still,” Michael said, “you must admit 
you got your start easier than most, hav- 
ing Dad for a father.” 

“T know. I don’t kid myself about that. 
But it has its disadvantages, too. Standing 
in his shadow is no cinch—you must feel 
that over at Batjac, too. Sometimes I’m 
not sure I want to go on with it.” 

“Now, Pat,” said Melinda, “dear Pat, 
clever Pat—you wouldn’t let such a great 
talent go to waste—would you, precious 
Pat?” 

“What is this bit?” Pat demanded. 
“Every time I open my mouth, I get 
smeared with flattery. What’s the object?” 


The others giggled. “We’re on a be- 
nice-to-Pat kick,” Toni laughed. “A care- 
ful check of available finances has shown 
that you are the only one who has any.” 

“T don’t see why,’ Melinda complained. 
“You're not the only one who has worked. 
I worked at Batjac during Christmas, and 
Toni has worked at department stores— 
and Michael had a paper route when he 
was a kid, just the way you did.” 

“The answer is obvious,” Pat remarked. 
“T save. You spend. Why don’t some of 
these boy friends I never hear anything 
about pay your way into the movies?” 

“They do,” his sister retorted. 

Pat smiled hopefully. “Tell me about 
them.” 

“Oh, no,” Melinda said. “The only ones 
I tell are Toni and mother, and that’s the 
way it’s going to stay. If I told you and 
Michael I’'d be a dead duck. A girl has 
to keep some things to herself, around this 
house, if she wants some peace.” 

“Why, baby,” Michael said. “We 
wouldn’t tease you. We’d give you advice 
and protection. We always have.” 

“Oh, sure,’ Melinda said. “Like you did 
that time at dancing school.” 

“What time?” Toni asked innocently. 

“The time the kids who were supposed 
to be in the recital didn’t show up and 
they made us dance for the audience. 
We nearly died of embarrassment, re- 
member?” 

“T begin to.” 

“And first you and Michael danced to- 
gether, and then Pat and I had to follow 
you. And my dear brother had my dress 
caught up in back and neither of us knew 
it. And did you and Michael give us the 
high sign? No sir, not you two. You just 
sat out there in the audience and went 
into hysterics. If Dad had been there, 
he’d have waved or something.” 


“He's a gentleman” 


“Dad would have laughed, too,” Michael 
defended himself. “He’s got a great sense 
of humor.” 

“He’s a gentleman,” Melinda said. “You 
can rely on him.” 

“True,” Michael said soberly. “He’s al- 
ways there when you want him. That 
time I went camping and fell down a 
mountain and punctured my lung. He 
flew up right away. It was so great to 
see him there—” : 

Pat was thinking of something else. 
“Remember when we were always paired 
off the way we were at dancing school? 
Melinda and I, and Michael and Toni. 
Whereas now Michael and I hang out to- 
gether and you two girls are thicker than 
thieves. Melinda’s always in Toni’s room, 
and—” 

“Yeah,” Melinda interrupted, grinning. 
“Picking up after her.” 

“__and now,” Pat went on, “it’s all end- 
ing, in a way. All of us going in separate 
ways. Toni getting married, and Michael 
becoming an executive—” 

“And you becoming a 
Michael put in. 

“__and Melinda practically in college at 
Sacred Heart already—we're really not 
kids any more. It’s funny.” 

“Better not let Dad hear you saying 
that,” Toni advised. “He hates to admit 
that we’re growing up so fast.” 

“Tt’s all right,” Michael said. “He’s got 
Aissa to baby now.” : 

They smiled at each other. “Lucky kid,” 
Melinda said. “I wouldn’t trade Dad in 
for any father in the world.” 

Pat looked around the room, stretched 
out his arms, and yawned. “Yeah,” he 
agreed, happily. “I guess we all turned 
out not so bad at that. Goodnight, you 
Waynes. I’m going to bed.” END 


millionaire,” 


John Wayne will soon appear im MGM’s 
The Wings Of Eagles. 


lamity then. 


DEWEY MARTIN 


(Continued from page 52) years old and 
I’ve never been so happy in my life. 

People ask me, is that because I’ve mar- 
ried Peggy Lee? 

Well, yes and no. 

I say yes, because as a man I’m experi- 
encing the sensational feeling of having 
found a girl like Peggy, falling in love 
with her and winning her as my wife. 

To be in love twenty-four hours a day, 
to know that Peggy loves me, well, that’s 
—what word do you use? Sensational? 
Exciting? There’s no word for. it that I 
know. 

But there’s a separate kind of happiness 
I’ve found. It’s something I had to make 
for myself and I’m going to give it to my 
marriage. And for my money its the 
most important gift a man has to give to 
a woman. 

It is not being afraid of life. 

Now that was something I had to learn 
for myself. It had to be part of me be- 
fore I married Peggy. 


You've got to have Hope 


I’ve never really talked about my life 
before. But, maybe now it would be a good 
thing for me. 

Tll tell you what I’ve learned: Hope. 
You’ve got to have hope. 

I don’t remember Dad very well. I was 
seven when he passed away. He was a 
musician and had a cowboy band that 
used to play at dances around Katemcy, 
Texas, where I was born. Our family, (I 
had an older brother) was pretty well 
known in that section. My grandfather 
was a country doctor. 

The only thing I remember about my 
dad was that he had a lot of friends and 
let me help him make beer. You couldn’t 
buy beer then, during prohibition. Most 
Texans made their own. I guess Dad 
was a good amateur brewer because every 
so often he’d make a big mixture in a vat. 
My job was to start the beer out of the 
vat through a siphon hose for each bottle 
and I can remember everybody laughing 


“when I’d get a mouthful of home brew. 


Calamity 


Dad died in 1930. Mom tried for 
months te keep us going on what she 
could earn doing laundries, and as a 
cleaning woman. When she saw it was 
useless she decided to go to Oklahoma. 

My cousin came down to Texas with a 
trailer. We loaded all our belongings on 
it. Chairs, tables, clothes, dishes and 
Mom’s most cherished possession, a big, 
bulky, table radio. - 

On the way to my cousin’s farm in Ok- 
lahoma we took a detour around a 
washed-out road. Half-way ‘through the 
by-pass, the car hit a sudden dip and 
suddenly, before we could do anything, the 
trailer turned over, toppling everything 
we owned into the biggest mud-hole I’ve 
ever seen. Our bundles of clothes sank 
like rocks. : 

The furniture took longer to sink and 


-I can remember my mother crying as she 


watched her beloved radio slowly sub- 
merging in that great pool of muck. 

It seems funny now, but it was a ca- 
The depression had set in 
and there were few jobs to be had. My 
mother knew she’d never get enough 
money for another radio and it was the 
enly pleasure she had. 

We saved a few personal belongings 
from the mud-hole and arrived in Okla- 
homa with not much more than the clothes 
on our backs. 

My aunt and uncle had a fair-sized 
farm and there was a lot of work for me 


88 to do to earn my keep. I was only seven 
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7 — Mae ars Sion 
elt a lot older. But I sti 
in Santa Claus. 2 

Two days before Christmas my mom 
took me aside and did her best to explain 
that there just wasn’t any Santa Claus 
for poor people. — 

My vision of a beautiful pair of leather 
cowboy boots for Christmas melted to 
nothing. I was too shocked to cry and 
besides my mom told me that, with my 
father gone, I was the man in the family. 

I was too young to understand thorough- 
ly what my mother meant by that, but I 
got a back-breaking example a few 
months later. Mom. got a job picking 
ecotton. I begged her to take me along. 

In the fields all nature seems to be 
against you. The sun beats down like a 
blow-torch on your body. Insects at- 
tack your bare skin. The cotton grows 
low and you have to bend to, pick it. At 
the end of an hour your back muscles are 
screaming to relax, but they’re so full of 
cramps you can’t stand up straight. In 
the meantime, you find that as you pick 
the cotton the scraggy leaves and stems 
of the bush have laced your hands and 
finger tips with a thousand little cuts and 
every ball of cotton you pick is a move- 
ment of pain. 

In early afternoon, just when you feel 
you can bear it no longer, things get 
worse. The sun is hotter, the insects are 
more numerous, and the cuts on your 
hands go deeper. By sundown you're 
nothing but an exhausted lump of hu- 
manity. 


Finish what you start 


I wanted to quit a hundred times that 


day, but Mom wouldn’t let me. 

When we finished we stood in a silent 
line of grim-faced people dragging our 
long burlap bags of cotton, waiting for the 
foreman to weigh them. Ten hours of 
excruciating labor and Mom got paid one 
dollar and seventeen cents. Mom said, “T 
just couldn’t let you quit, son. You might 
as well learn while you’re a young one 
that a man’s got to finish what he starts.” 
She cried and put her arms around me. 

I went to bed early that night only a 
day older, but ten years wiser. I didn’t 
know how to spell it, but I knew better 
than any kid my age what the word re- 
sponsibility stood for. 

The next day Mom said she was taking 
me to school. I’d heard about school and 
teachers and didn’t like the idea at all, 
so I started to sulk. 

Mom was patient for a few minutes. 


Then she said, “Would you rather pick 


cotton?” 

I went to school. 

The teacher told me I could get into 
the third grade if I learned the multipli- 
cation table in a week. I failed at that, 
so I went into second grade. 

One morning in the school yard one of 
the boys, unknown to me, knelt down be- 
hind my legs. Another one walked up to 
me and pushed. I toppled over the kneel- 
ing kid and that started it. I got angry 
and jammed my knuckles into the nearest 
eye. 

In their fists these kids held short sticks. 
And each end that protruded from the 
sides was sharpened to a point. 

Ten minutes at their mercy and I was 
bloody from the holes they had punched 
in my skin. They left me on the ground. 
ae teacher found me and brought me 

ome. 


Revenge 


For days I planned my revenge. My 
chief object was to get the leader of the 
gang by himself. I finally cornered him 
late one afternoon. I was scared to death 
as I faced him, in the corner of the school 
yard. He was frightened, too. Then he 
ran by me toward the play-swings. As 
he ran ahead of me he grabbed a swing, 


gram and I took four years 


After the doctor sewed it up I went 


back to school. None of the older guys 
bothered me any more. 

When I was twelve I got mixed up with 
some kids who were making money steal- 
ing pigeons. There are a lot of pigeon | 
fanciers in Oklahoma. We'd steal the 
birds in burlap bags and sell them. 

I told Mom I was working after school, 
to explain the money. But one night she 
asked me questions about my “job.” I 
broke down and admitted everything. 
Mom looked at me as if I had cursed at 
her. I never felt so ashamed in my life. 

The next morning, I sneaked into the | 
back yard of the kid who kept all the | 
stolen birds. I got to the roost and opened | 
all the doors. They flew home. 


A shootin’ feud 


Then Mom took me to Alabama where 
she got a job in a grocery store. At the 
school there I made friends with a boy 
of fourteen. The other kids wouldn’t go 
near him and no one told me why. We 
got along fine until one day we were 


. walking down the main street of the town. 


I heard a shot and the kid grabbed his 
shoulder and fell over. The street was 
suddenly a bedlam with policemen and 
excited people. They took my friend 
away in an ambulance. 

A man with a sheriff's badge said to me, 
“You're a dang fool, kid, and danged 
lucky. Your buddy’s family is havin’ a 
feud with the Hokisons. They’re shootin’ 
each other up all the time. Go home!” 

When I was fourteen Mom said she had 
saved enough to get to Long Beach, Cali- 
fornia where a relative was holding a job 
for her as a saleswoman. : 

On the West Coast things were boom- 


‘ing. The depression was about over and 


in a month I had three jobs. I went to 
junior high, washed floors in two restau- 
rants and sold newspapers. The beanery 
jobs gave me meals, the papers .cash. 

One afternoon while selling final edi- 
tions, a Navy flier bought a paper. That 
wonderful green uniform he wore hit me 
like a beautiful bolt of lightning. In that 
instant my mind was made up. I wanted 
to be a Navy flier. : 

Day after day the desire got stronger 
and the ambition to pilot planes burned like 
a hot coal in my chest. I wrote the Navy 
Department in Washington and found that 
to get Navy wings you had to go through 
the Naval Academy. For three years I 
studied and saved for college. At the end 
of two years I had plenty of learning for 
my age, but no money and no chance for 
an appointment which was tough to get. 

I enlisted in the Navy early in 1941 after 
I heard that sailors could take competi- — 
tive examinations for the Academy. Too 
late I learned that I’d have to serve a year 
as an apprentice seaman before I could 
take the tests. ; 

I spent that year as near to planes as — 
possible, as a metalsmith, and wound up 
in Oklahoma, as an instructor. 

When the war came the Navy put on a 
big drive for pilots. My commanding of- 
ficer told me that I’d now have a chance 
to take my pilot’s exams. But, he added, 
there were only 200 openings and about 
80,000 enlisted men were taking the tests. — 


No Santa Claus 
I could hear my heart drop. Mom was 
right. There just wasn’t any Santa Claus. | 
Nevertheless, I took the tests. al 
And the result was the first real break 
the world ever gave me. I made the 200. 
Then the Navy sent me to the University — 
of Georgia. The other guys in the pr 


eighteen straight months of study. 

After another six months of pilot train- 
ing I joined Admiral Halsey’s Task Force 
58. I flew Grumann fighter planes for 
two years. 

When the war was over I was just an- 
other sailor wondering what I was going 
to do with the rest of my life. I was at 
loose ends so I went to Arizona where I 
punched cows. 

One night my landlady kiddingly sug- 
gested that I might enjoy acting in a little 
theater group that had been organized in 
Phoenix. 

Out of pure boredom I joined the group. 
And the instant I walked onto that dinky 
little stage I knew that I wanted to be an 
actor. I told the woman in charge I 
wanted to be a professional. Reluctantly, 
but kindly, the woman gave me the ad- 
dresses of twenty-eight schools for drama, 
all located in New England. 

I wrote letters to every one of them. A 
week later I got the replies, all discour- 
aging, except one from Ogunquit, Maine. 
The letter was signed by Maude Hartwig, 
who later was a tremendous help to me. 
She suggested I come to Maine and study 
under the GI bill. 


To Maine 


I sold my jalopy and had_ just enough 
bus fare. I traveled four days and ar- 
rived in Maine without a dime. I talked 
a nice old lady into letting me have a 
closet-sized room in her boarding house. 
It was in the attic and had a bed and a 
table and one light. I’m not tall, but I 
could barely stand in the room. 

At Ogunquit I did everything. Built 
sets, painted them, swept the floor, acted 
as ticket-taker and moved scenery. I 
did everything but act! : 

A month later Miss Hartwig said I could 
have a small part in a play called The 
Distaff Side. 

Opening night was a fiasco. I forgot 
most of my lines, didn’t know up-stage 
from down-stage, got mixed up on en- 
trances and exits, stumbled over scenery 
and in the third act became paralyzed. 

After the show somebody said a talent 
scout from Columbia Pictures, a woman, 
had been out front and wanted to see me. 
I thought it was a joke. But she told me 
that if I could get to Hollywood she’d see 
that I got a screen test. 

That same night I talked to a veteran 
drama instructor at the school. 

He said, “Dewey, maybe you’ve got 
talent, maybe you haven’t, but right now 
you don’t know anything about acting.” 

I called the woman from Columbia next 
morning and said I didn’t think I was pre- 
pared. 

I stayed another year at the school and 
then went to New York. 

In the big city I played a few minor 
roles on Broadway. 

Then I operated an elevator in an 
apartment building to earn money for food. 

Finally I heard about a drama group in 
Hollywood that was supposed to welcome 
new actors. I wrote them a letter. They 
replied, “Don’t come to Hollywood!” 

So I came to Hollywood. 


“Go home,” young man 

In Hollywood I got a job as an usher at 
the CBS studios. 

I worked mostly at night. During the day 
I tramped from one agent to another. Most 
of them wouldn’t even see me. Those who 
did told me to go back to Oklahoma. 

Finally one agent got me a part in 
Knock On Any Door. I played a young 
hoodlum. In a wave of foolish over-con- 
fidence I quit my job at CBS. After two 
weeks work in the picture, I was unem- 
ployed again. (Continued on page 91) 
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Then I got in the May Company depart- 
ment store as a package wrapper. 

James Dunn had lost one of his impor- 
tant actors in his picture, The Golden 
Gloves Story. He had thumbed through 
Actors’ Guide, saw my picture and was 
reminded of my part in Knock. 

The money I scraped together to get in 
Actors’ Guide was a good investment. 
Jimmy got to me at the May Company at 
5 p.m. 

At seven the next morning I was in 
Chicago. At eight I had a script. At nine 
I was before the cameras. 

I hoarded the money from Golden 
Gloves. I lived for months on it and fi- 
nally, after a lot of unsuccessful screen 
tests, Howard Hawks chose me for a big 
role in The Big Sky. When the picture 
was through, he signed me to an exclusive 
contract, with steady money every week. 

Shortly after I completed Big Sky, I 
went to Sun Valley on a magazine story. 
I met Mardie Havelhurst, there. She was 
an Oregon State co-ed model. : ; 

A few months later we got married. 

It didn’t work. In a year we weren't 
happy any more. The reason? I don’t 
know and I don’t think Mardie did. But 
it was pointless to stay unhappy, what- 
ever the cause. We got divorced. 

After that I made six movies. 

Then I got to play the young criminal in 
Desperate Hours. 

Can you imagine acting with two Acad- 
emy Award players? Frederic March and 
Humphrey Bogart! 

Now I’m in The Proud And The Pro- 
fane, with William Holden and Deborah 
Kerr. 

Actors like Bogart and Holden and Miss 
Kerr are the best friends I have. And a 
man like director George Seaton makes 
you glad you decided to be an actor. 


“Peggy and I" 


Now all the other problems are working 
themselves out. We'll spend a lot of time 
together, Peggy and I. Peggy took care 
of that beautifully. She simply cancelled 
all her professional appearances for the 
next three months to be with me on loca- 
tion shooting in Utah. 

A lot of Hollywood producers have 
been wanting her since she got the “most 
promising actress” award in the Audience 
Award Polls last year. 

But she hasn’t promised a thing to any- 
one except me and that was love, honor 
and obey. 

You remember those beautiful cowboy 
boots I dreamed of and never got for 
Christmas when I was a kid? Well, I 
finally got them a few weeks ago. On the 
front of each one are my initials, D-M, in 
white leather. Peggy took one look at 
them. Now she calls me “Dewm-Dewm.” 

We're going to have a good life together. 
Tll tell you something else. I’m too happy 
to talk about myself any more. 

You see that ship out there? 

It’s a freighter, you can tell by the dips 
in its silhouette, fore and aft. Ten-thou- 
sand tons, about. It’s packed with crates, 
bags, cars and people. A few passengers, 
but mostly crew. But, traveler or sailor, 
every one of those people has a head full 
of dreams. Some little, some big. We’re 
all that way, I guess. 

I guess I’m sounding like a corny poet. 
But it’s true. Every one of those people 
out there on that horizon are strangers to 
me, but the way I’m feeling I find myself 
wishing hard for them, hoping they all 
find what they’re searching for. 

Nothing’s too tough for a guy with hope. 

END 


Dewey can currently be seen in Para- 
mounts The Proud And The Profane. 
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A TRIP TO HOLLYWOOD AND A 500 DOLLAR WARDROBE! You'll visit motion 


picture studios and tour thrilling glamour-spots . . . all expenses paid! 


%* GUEST OF SCREEN STAR MAUREEN O’HARA! You will be received on your arrival 


in Hollywood by Maureen O’Hara and visit her beautiful Bel Air home. 
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Tuition, room and board 


furnished. Eleanor Parker, William Holden, Robert Young, Victor Mature, Mala Powers and 
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train for your career. 
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70 BE “DISCOVERED”! 


The greatest talent search of the century is 
in full sway. To help meet increasing de- 
mand for film and TV talent, Lady Ellen 
and Maureen O'Hara join in a search of the 
neighborhoods of America to give a deserv- 
ing girl a chance for the career of her dreams. 
Nominations are pouring in! Be sure yours 
is among them. Have friends, neighbors, club 
members and relatives send in nominations 
for you or your candidate. 


It's easy...it’s fun... join the search for 
the LADY ELLEN Princess. She can he you! 


HERE’S ALL YOU DO: Tell us your “greatest 
wish” in a letter written as if to a friend 
in your own way. Literary quality will not 
count. Just begin your letter, “My Greatest 
Wish is...” and complete your letter in 
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card* of LADY ELLEN Pin Curl Clips or 
Klippies at your neighborhood variety, drug, 
or department store, beauty shop or food 
market. This card becomes your zomination 
ballot, so be sure to write your name and ad- 
dress on the back of the card and mail it 
together with your letter to: 

LADY ELLEN PRINCESS, LOS ANGELES 51, CALIF. 
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@ received on or before Septem- 

ber 30, 1956. Winners will be 

notified by mail on or before November 30, 1956. 
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of her Maids of Honor, chosen from 
each of the nine U. S. Census 
Regions, and Canada, will receive 
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Don’t be a slave to old hair-setting habits 
that leave hair frizzy, kinky, or with split 
ends. Use Lady Ellen pin curl clips for 
beautiful curls, every time. Nine out of 
ten beauticians use and recommend them. 
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Zonitors is so impor- 
tant! They require 
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equipment, and are 
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to me. Zonitors con- 
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germicidal, deodor- 
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tion as liquid Zonite. 
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“LONG-LASTING 
ABILITY is a ‘must,’ 
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give you a protec- 
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“SANITARY Zonitors 
have a deodorizing 
action that gives you 
a feeling of assur- 
ance and freshness. 
You know you’re 
dainty and neat! 
Besides, greaseless 
Zonitors are stain- 
less, too.” 


“SAFETY is what I 
want! And Zonitors 
are safe on delicate 
body tissues. I know 
from my own experi- 
ence that they’re 
comfortable and 
non-irritating.” You 
will find Zonitors 
best for you, too. 
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how to get to hollywood 


RITA MORENO 


(Continued from page 53) Puerto Ricans 
living in New York, many in complete 
hopelessness, and we were among those 
who suffered badly. When my mother 
brought me—a four year old—from the 
town of Humacao in Puerto Rico to the 
United States, she supported us by her 
work as a seamstress. She made shirts 
then. I don’t know how much she was paid 
but it was low enough so that she used 
to complain bitterly about getting so little 
for them. 

I was far from a help; to tell the truth I 
had a miserable time at the start. I was 
sickly, I couldn’t speak a word of English, 
and I felt like a stranger lost in a huge, 
friendless city. 

I remember that on my first day in New 
York I came down with chicken pox and 
was taken away from my mother in an 
ambulance; frightened to death, convinced 
the devil or worse had me. (You don’t 
go to the hospital with chicken pox or- 
dinarily, but this apparently was Board 
of Health policy with cases in areas as 
congested as ours.) 

They put me in a large ward and there 
I lay, jabbering away in Spanish and 
understood by no one, as far as I knew, 
until I noticed a little boy of my age 
across the way. I could tell he was a Latin 
and that he talked Spanish—and I was 
right. But it did me no good. He didn’t 
like girls and he wouldn’t speak to me. 

I learned my first two English phrases 
in that ward. I learned to yell at the boy: 
“Hey, you!” And I learned what he meant 
when he yelled back: “Shut up!” 

I shut up. Lying there on my little hos- 
pital cot I began dreaming my way into a 
better life. I mean that I sensed when 
they washed me and treated me, that I 
was getting tender care, with sometimes 
love behind it; and that there was a good- 
ness involved, a large goodness, in the 
hospital, in the city in which it stood, and 
in the country around it. And I felt that 
one could become part of it all if one 
wished. 


The wish was important 


I wished. Hard. And, don’t worry, I am 
not going to make this into a fairy story. 
Wishing didn’t get it all for me. What I 
look like, what talent I have, what luck 
came my way—all this has helped. But at 
that time I had no looks—I was skinny, 
just a stick with black beans for eyes; I 
had not so much talent as urge, and my 
luck was always lousy. 

So the wish was important. It’s always 
important. The wish made me go to my 
mother and beg to be taught something— 
to be taught something even before I 
started school the next year when I would 
be five. “I want to learn,” I cried. 

“Learn what?” asked my mother, 
spreading her hands wide apart. “What 
could a little thing like you want to 
learn?” 

I thought of what I liked and the an- 
swer was simple. There was something I 
liked more than anything else. To dance. 
And dancing was something my mother 
must have understood too, I guess. Be- 
cause if I had said something else, she 
might have done nothing. But I wanted 
to dance, and she wanted me to dance. So 
she worked the harder and sent me to the 
best teacher we knew, Paco Cansino. 


It is funny, but just to be learning some- 
thing is in itself a thing of hope. I walked 
around my city as before. It was the same 
city. But now different to me because I 
was becoming something—a dancer. Did 
the people know, I wondered, as they 


passed me? And that’s what hope is: 
same city, different girl; same poverty, but 
you can’t see it for the dreams you’re 
wrapped in. 

I learned to use my dreams for excite- 
ment in those days. I would go into the 
five-and-ten, walk and look around, and 
tell myself I could have anything I wanted. 


Sometimes I would overdo it; suddenly I | 


would know I couldn’t have anything, 
and I would burst into tears and run out 
of the store. What I am trying to say is 
that I didn’t completely escape the misery 
of poverty. But I wasn’t beaten by it. 
When I was five years old there were 
two important events in my life. I danced 
publicly for the first time in a Greenwich 
Village cafe (with Paco), and my mother 


entered me in kindergarten at P.S. 132. The | 


dance was a success. People laughed and 
applauded. The school episode didn’t 
start off so well. I was frightened and re- 


fused to stay in class without my mother | 


when she wanted to leave. 

“All right,” she said to me in Spanish. 
“You wait here while I go and get some 
gum. Then I'll be right back.” 

I waited, and after a while knew that 
something was wrong, that she wasn’t 
returning. And I was ready to cry, I guess, 
when something extraordinary happened. 
The teacher went to the piano, began play- 
ing, and we children danced. 

I forgot all about my mother and the 
gum, and joined the dancing. So this was 
school in New York! I had never imagined 
anything so wonderful. 

That night I insisted on sleeping with 
my clothes on so as not to be late for 
class. My mother scolded. My aunt and 
cousins also raised a fuss. But they made 
no impression on me. They weren’t even 
in my world. 

I mean I was still in the midst of awful 
drabness. But if I have told this right, you 
will see how I was also far, far, out of it! 

“Look at that little one!” my aunt used 
to say. “Where is she? Not here!” 

And I wasn’t. 


Danced for health 


I don’t want to say things as if they are 
facts when I am not sure that they are, 
so I will just give some opinions here. I 
had anemia when I was a child and I think 
I was cured by dancing. I think that danc- 
ing is more than just exercise, I think it 
restores health and brings beauty. I think 
that if a girl is going to be shapely she'll 
be more shapely if she dances a lot. And 
if a girl has a tendency not to be shapely 


I think she might still get a nice form by — 


dancing herself into one. 

For all those years I’ve never stopped 
dancing. 

That time when I danced in Greenwich 
Village ‘at the age of five was just a lark to 
please my teacher, Paco. My debut as.a 
“professional” came at the age of nine. The 
daughter of Jewish neighbors whom I 
knew was going to sing at a Bar Mizvah, 
celebrating the thirteenth birthday of her 
younger brother. 

“You come too and dance for them,” said 
the girl. “They would love it.” 

My mother made me a fruit salad of a 
hat and I did an impression of Carmen 
Miranda. They did love it. And they 
made me join them in a Hebrew dance 


they did, the Hora, with everyone joining 


hands and revolving in a circle. And 
afterwards they paid me five dollars—and 
I was no longer an amateur! All the way 
home I floated. And there I sat and looked 
around at our meager quarters and thought 
to myself, “I’m on the way.” 

I didn’t so much mean that I was on my 
way some place as that I was on my way 
out of there. At any time in my youth I 
could have accepted what I was, where I 


was, and let myself sink there. But I didn’t. © 


Life put its finger on me many times and 


pushed me under but I slipped aside and 
bobbed up again. Getting on the stage or 
into the movies were constant thoughts in 
my mind, but never possessed me as much 
as the simple desire to improve myself so 
I could live as I knew people should— 
humanly and decently. It meant work— 
and I worked. 


The big chance 


After the Bar Mizvah I began dancing 
in a little theatre in Macy’s department 
store, doing routines after school and on 
weekends. After three years Paco and 
I figured out that I had performed 770 
times. But I did more work than that. My 
Macy’s dancing got me into early tele- 
vision—experimental tv for Dumont Net- 
work and others. I never got paid either; 
they used to tell me that it was my big 
chance because only producers could af- 
ford television sets those days and I was 
sure to be seen by someone important. 

Maybe they fooled me but I don’t think 
I worried about it much then. The big 
thing was that I was getting noticed. An 
agent came to see me and to handle my 
engagements. Places where I had danced 
sent for me to come back. I was cast in 
a Broadway play Skydrift (which ran a 
week). One day my agent took me to 
see Elizabeth Taylor in National Velvet 
and afterwards made a recording of my 
translation into Spanish of four of Eliz- 
abeth’s lines from the picture. The next 
thing I know I had been taken to see 
Carlos Montelban (brother of Ricardo) 
who was in charge of dubbing American 
pictures into Spanish for MGM produc- 
tions. “How would you like to be Eliz- 


-abeth Taylor’s voice whenever her pic- 


tures play in Spanish-speaking countries?” 


. he asked. You know what my reply was. 


And from then on Elizabeth Taylor, or 
maybe Margaret O’Brien or Peggy Ann 


‘was looking at me. 


Garner would be the actresses Spanish 
fans would see, but it was my voice they 
would hear speaking for these stars. And 
finally I began making records of radio 
commercials in Spanish. 

I can remember thinking to myself then: 


_“T am thirteen years old and I am a some- 


body.” I don’t think that people should go 
around being proud, but it isn’t wrong to 
be proud enough—to be proud to the point 
of being able to feel, “I am this.” No one 
should feel that she is nothing. 


Mr. Law steps in 


It wasn’t always success with me. When 
I was fifteen I began having a bad time. 
There didn’t seem to be much work and 
when I did get it, Idid badly. I gota week’s 
work in a big night club in Manhattan, 
Leon and Eddie’s. and they just didn’t 
like my dancing. I did Classic Flamenco. 
They wanted modern. This made me just 
want to learn that much more. 

One weekend I got a job in a small 
Bronx night club, being offered $20 for 
Saturday and Sunday. I was just getting 
ready to go on and do my dance for the 
second show Saturday night when the 
owner of the place suddenly grabbed me, 
sat me at a table, and threw a fur coat 
around me. “Act like a patron!” he 
hissed. And then I saw what was wrong. 
A police officer had entered the place and 
In New York you 
eannot work in night clubs if you are a 
minor, and I was only sixteen. I put on 
my “twenty-one-year-old look” but I 
didn’t fool Mr. Law. He sent me home. 

Finally, I was so desperate that I took 
a step I hated—I started to go to secretarial 
school. I paid $30 for a six week course, 
but quit in three weeks to take another 
dancing job when it was offered to me. 
I had learned to type fairly well and even 
had a smattering of shorthand, but I al- 


ready knew that it was dancing which was 
going to make the big difference in my life. 


“We're free" 


Actually I didn’t get to leave that one 
room where I had spent most of my life 
until I was eighteen years old. One after- 
noon at that time I came home and showed 
my mother some papers I had. 

“What is it?” she asked in some alarm. 

I guess I sat down and cried. “It is our 
freedom! We can get out of here.” I hur- 
ried to add, before she got the idea that 
she was being dispossessed, “A movie 
contract, Mom! We're going to California!” 

How had it happened? Simply. Without 
drama. I had been in another play, Signor 
Chicago, with Guy Kibbee. It wasn’t a big 
hit and we all knew it wasn’t going to run 
long. But it turned out to be a big success 
for me. Someone saw me; someone came 
to talk to me for two hours about the sort 
of roles I might be able to fill in Holly- 
wood, and that someone signed me. His 
name was Louis B. Mayer and it was at 
the studio he headed then, Metro-Gold- 
wyn-Mayer, that I started. 

Now, six years and fourteen pictures 
later, I am at 20th Century-Fox Studios, 
getting my biggest chance, with Deborah 
Kerr and Yul Brynner, in the movie ver- 
sion of the Rodgers and Hammerstein 
musical play, The King And I. 

I don’t know whether I will become a 
big star. Believe me, this is not important. 
I only have to remember how harsh and 
mean life can be, and I’m willing to settle 
for much less than stardom. For just or- 
dinary happiness, for instance. 

What I want most to say is that I have 
escaped. That’s what I would have liked 
to tell those people who live in the same 
room we had. That alone is worth it all. 

Rita can currently be seen in the 20th 
Century-Fox film The King And I. END 
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how esther has changed 


(Continued from page 47) first where 
Esther Williams is concerned. A top agent 
called her on the phone one evening 
several years ago and launched into a 
business discussion. He had the feeling 
that he wasn’t getting the message 
across, a feeling that was confirmed when 
Esther suddenly broke off with, “I’m sorry, 
I’ve got to go. Benjie has a loose tooth,” 
and hung up. A small boy’s loose tooth 
was more important to her than a great 
deal of money. It’s part of Esther’s basic 
charm that she can cope with Holly- 
wood’s hardest-headed businessmen on 
the phone while standing there with a 
runny-nosed child under her arm. 

Yet the soft, sentimental side of Esther 
Williams is reflected in one of her last 
acts while at MGM. “It’s funny,” Esther 
says, “but a few months before I had 
even thought of trying to get my release 
from the studio I suddenly had a terrible 
urge to re-decorate my dressing room. 
So I did—all white and movie-starrish. 
Yet I knew even while I was doing it that 
I'd never use it. I hope Debbie Reynolds 
gets it. She’s a nice kid. All I was doing 
was what every woman does when she 
realizes she’s going to leave. She house- 
cleans. She wants to leave everything 
neat and tidy behind her.” 

Fame, Esther realized suddenly in the 
summer of 1955 meant little or nothing any 
more. What counted now was that she 
could work for fun and, more important, 
that she and Ben could work together. 

“T had never realized it before,’ she 
explains, “but all the time I had been in 
pictures I had never had to lean on Ben. I 
do now. We're a team and he’s my hus- 
band and I lean on him but good. For- 
tunately, he’s big enough. And in more 
ways than one.” 

What were the plans with which the 
confident Esther was going to launch her 
“new” career? And how did she intend to 
reconcile these plans with the bringing up 
of her three children? 

“Easy,” says Esther, who swims twenty- 
five laps a day, every day, and to whom the 
word impossible is as a light cold to a 
pneumonia specialist. “I’m going to spend 
just as much time with the children now 
as I ever did, if not more. And when I’m 
with my children,’ I’m with them.” 

Esther isn’t just phrase-making. Several 
years ago, when Benjie and Kimmie were 
younger and a good deal lighter than they 
are now, the four Gages were having din- 
ner at a small desert resort where they 
were spending a weekend. Benjie and 
Kimmie, being children, started to act up 
at the table. When the usual parental 
warning signals failed to register, Esther 
simply picked them up, one under each 
arm, and marched out of the dining room. 
She kept on marching, right up to their 
room, sat them down, ordered their din- 
ners sent up and stood a pleasant but 
firm guard over them until they had 
finished. 

The plans? The big one didn’t really 
begin to materialize until the week Esther 
made her first television appearance as a 
guest star on Milton Berle’s first show of 
the 1955-56 season. She already had 
enough things going for her to keep her 
financially solvent for the rest of her life. 
What she wanted now was some fun, 
something she could throw herself into 
with the same kind of fresh enthusiasm 
that took her so quickly to the top of the 
movie heap. She found it on the Berle 
show. 

“NBC had built a swimming tank for 
the show,” she explains. “I had seen 
swimming tanks before. Practically lived 
in them, in fact. But this one, for some 


reason, made something click in my mind.” 

The click resulted in the Esther Wil- 
liams Aqua-Spectacle of 1956, a title which 
suggests—and correctly—that there will 
be an Esther Williams Aqua-Spectacle of 
1957, and no doubt 1958 and 1959. Fully 
financed by NBC (in return for four 
Esther Williams ty shows over a period 
of two years plus-a share in the Aqua- 
Spectacle profits) it opened in London 
July 30, on NBC-tv September 29 and 
then took off on a cross-country tour 
that will last into March or April of next 
year. 

“Oh, great,” was her friends’ reaction 
to this brain child. “And what are you 
going to do about the kids?” 

“Why,” said Esther, “we'll take them 
with us. What else?” 

Last April, with all the tentative plans 
for the Aqua-Spectacle beginning to fall 
into place, Ben flew to London to iron out 
all the practical details for the July 30 
opening. Why London? “Because,” said 
Esther, whose business head is the despair- 
ing envy of every young starlet in Holly- 
wood, “it costs a lot less to put such a 
show together in England than it does 
here. Furthermore, it will be thoroughly 
broken in before we bring it back for 
the tv show—and not a soul in the 
United States will have seen it.” 

Details. Ben rented an eight-bedroom 
house in St. John’s Woods, the Bel Air 
of London. Esther arranged for a young 
Swiss girl to serve as a tutor for Benjie 
and Kimmie. Jane Boyd, the children’s 
nurse for the past four and a half years, 
Was promoted to Esther’s maid. (“That 
was Ben’s idea,” Esther grumbles. “I don’t 
need a maid.) 

Monday, June 18—boom! Everybody 
back to work. Benjie and Kimmie pored 
excitedly over a new geography book, 
soaking up everything their young minds 
could absorb about England. 

“How do you feel about going abroad?” 
Benjie was asked. 

“We're not going abroad,” he announced 
firmly. “We’re going to London.” It was 
a difference every Englishman appreciated 
hugely. 

Right in the middle of everything, just 
two weeks before they were scheduled to 
leave, death struck. 

Al Scarcella, Esther’s and Ben’s long- 
time business associate and close family 
friend, was burned to death in a tragic 
accident. Esther turned to her children. 
“Uncle Al has gone to heaven,” she told 
them gently. “It’s a long trip and he’ll be 
gone a long, long while. So we must pray 
for him. You see, Uncle Al has died. So 
we will pray for him, and that’s the way 
you will talk to him.” 

Benjie thought for a moment. “But 
you'll have to tell us how to talk to Uncle 
Al,” he said finally. 

Esther drew deep on her thirty-two 
years of living and explained it to him. 

“Gee,” said Benjie, “you said it just 
right, Mom. I couldn’t do better than 
that. G’night.” And he went comfort- 
ably off to sleep. 

A few days later, little Susie looked up 
trustingly at a visitor. “Uncle Al died,” 
she said, solemnly but matter-of-factly. 

“T know, dear,” said the visitor. 

“T love Uncle Al,” Susie went on. 

“Of course you do.” 

“T like you, too.” 

Children can be so wise, 

Life goes on, and Esther and Ben and 
their children go with it. There is noth- 
ing like work. Of that, they had plenty. 
The children went off to London first, by 
plane, Jane Boyd sheltering them like a 
mother duck. “Mommie being inter- 
viewed and photographed on arrival,” Es- 
ther explains, “is sometimes a little wear- 
ing for the kids. Too, they can get all 
settled without all the business people 
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around. They were met by a parade, and 
they were paraded all the way to Wem- 
bley. They love parades!” 

London, Esther predicted on a warm, 
bright day in June, was going to be a ball. 
“The kids are going to summer school 
without even knowing it,” she said hap- 
pily. “And once the opening is out of the 
way and the show has settled down, I'll 
be with them more than I’ve ever been. 
We're going to do the whole tourist bit 
together—Tower of London, Buckingham 
Palace, the changing of the guard, the 
London Zoo—everything.” 

The tour will cover from twenty to 
twenty-five cities depending on how the 
schedule works out, with a maximum of 
six days in each city. And it also calls for 
two identical 180,000-gallon portable 
swimming tanks. “We work in one and 


send the other on ahead to the next city 


to be set up,” Esther explains. “We'll play 


marilyn monroe 


(Continued from page 43) She doesn’t 
give false rumors a shrug of her famed 
shoulders. Marilyn can and has taken 
anything and everything but public pry- 
ing into things that really matter in her 
life. 

And the only man who mattered all 
along was Arthur Miller! 

I, for one, am not surprised that Marilyn 
has fallen in love with a man of Miller’s 
type. She worships knowledge and bril- 
liance—and even those among Miuiller’s 
friends who are disturbed by this rebel 
with his own cause for his liberal think- 
ing and daring playwrighting, cannot 
deny his brilliance. 

Once, when she was laughing with me 
over the silly linking of her name with 
Joseph Schenck, beloved elder states- 
man of Hollywood who has befriended 
and advised Marilyn from the start of 


her career, she said: “I could love Joe for | 


his wisdom and kindness alone. He looks 
on me as a child. I treasure his knowledge 
so much I could sit at his knee like a 
child.” That’s the way this girl, who has 
had practically no education, feels about 
men of knowledge. 


How it started 


It is far more puzzling to Miller’s few 
intimates that despite her beauty and 
fame, and practically in the face of her 
sensational publicity, the introspective 
playwright should have fallen for Marilyn. 

How did it all start? As neither Marilyn 
nor Miller will talk, we can go by only 
the out-and-out facts. 

*Tis said they met several years ago, 
introduced by Elia Kazan, on one of 
Marilyn’s infrequent trips to New York. 
No spark ignited at that time. 

Miller was best known as a young 
intellectual, content to be recognized 
solely by his brooding and controversial 
work, Death Of A Salesman (which won 
him the Pulitzer prize) and other plays— 
and a man who kept his private life very 
much in the background. 

He had married Mary Grace Slattery 
after both were graduated from the Uni- 
versity of Michigan. The serious minded 


‘Miller came of a studious Jewish family 


and his college sweetheart was Irish. 
Suecess came to him early after the 
Millers came to New York. They lived in 
a brownstone house in Brooklyn which 
looked exactly like all the others on the 
same block. : 
But as Arthur made his mark, the old 
brownstone was beautifully decorated 
and redecorated inside, boasting many art 
treasures including original  Picassos. 


in arenas because the tanks, when they’re 
filled with water, are just too heavy for 
anything but the solid ground. If we went 
into a building with a basement under- 
neath the door, we’d wind up im the base- 
ment. That's why we can’t play New 
York City. Not even Madison Square 
Garden could hold that tank up.” 
Esther gets time off for a Christmas va- 
cation (“That’s probably when we’ll take 
the kids home for good.”), but the vaca- 
tion ends abruptly in late December, when 
the show is scheduled to open in Chicago. 
Chicago or no Chicago, it will be a typ- 
ical Gage Christmas. The big farm 
house will be overflowing with relatives 
and toys and Esther may even have time 
to sit down for a minute and look back. 
Which is not something she often does. 
“The past is the past,’ she likes to say. 
“Tt’s the momentum and enthusiasm of 
new ventures that counts.” END 


Mary Miller never cared about the social 
life of the theatre. A charming woman, she 
seldom ventured into the Broadway world 
of her husband except to attend the first 
nights of his controversial plays, prefer- 
ring to be just a housewife and mother of 
their two children. 

Although he is not actively identified 
with the Actors Studio, the dramatic alma 
mater of such stars as Marlon Brando 
and the late James Dean, Miller is very 
interested in the work of the students and 
is a friend of Elia Kazan, a guiding factor 
at the drama school. After Marilyn en- 
rolled at the Studio, it is not too hard 
to deduce that she met Miller during the 
months when she was “just a student, 
striving to improve myself in my work.” 

At this time, Arthur was readying his 
new play, View From The Bridge, star- 
ring Van Heflin and J. Carrol Naish. 
It was a bit of a jolt to the cast and crew 
when Marilyn (of all people!) started 
attending the first rehearsals, sitting by 
herself in the darkened theatre and 
quietly watching the performers go 
through their paces. 

She was never actually seen in Miller’s 
company entering or leaving the re- 
hearsals. She was just there. 


False rumors began 


In fact, Marilyn came so often to re- 
hearsals that the talk got around that she 
had a “crush” on Van Heflin, the film 
star from Hollywood returning to his 
first love, the stage, after many years in 
movies! (That’s how far off the gossip 
was at this point.) Marilyn and Van 
barely knew one another to nod to. 

Now, another interesting development 
took place. Marilyn and Arthur started 
appearing at the same social events in 
New York, but again they arrived and 
departed separately. This was becoming 
almost too much coincidence. Talk link- 
ing their names quietly started. 

It broke into full volume when View 
From The Bridge opened in New Haven 
for its out-of-town tryout. Marilyn was 
very much present. For the first time, 
Mrs. Miller was not in the audience at 
her husband’s “first night.” 

This was the first definite tip-off that 
the Millers had come to a real parting 
of the ways, a fact later borne out by 
Arthur’s admission that he was leaving 
for Reno where he would seek a “friendly” 
divorce from his wife. 

About this time, Marilyn returned to 
Hollywood on the terms of a fabulous 
new contract she had signed with 20th 
to make Bus Stop and three other pic- 
tures. The press, which by now was in a 
mood to bombard her with questions 
about Miller, was forestalled when she 


er) 


was taken quite ill soon after the picture 
started. Her doctors ordered Marilyn into 
seclusion and later her “set” was closed 
to reporters because of her health. 

In Reno, Miller was being more than a 
recluse. He was almost the invisible man. 

But the few who were “in” on the 
situation knew how very closely Marilyn 
and Arthur kept in contact via the long 
distance phone. They talked two or three 
times a day and it is believed that it 
was on Arthur’s advice that Marilyn 
moved out of the house she was occupy- 
ing with the Greenes and into an apart- 
ment of her own for more privacy. 


A similar howl 


It is difficult at best for a romance to be 
carried on at such long distance and it is 
said that the lovebirds had a slight tiff 
over some photographs taken showing 
too much of Marilyn’s legs. I got a kick 
out of this gossip because I remem- 
ber that Joe DiMaggio is supposed to 
have set up a similar howl over those 
scenes showing Marilyn’s skirts blowing 
up over her head for The Seven Year Itch. 

Marilyn resented this from Joe and 
she probably did from Miller although 
she might as well start getting used to it. 
Miller is the type who would resent 
cheesecake “art” involving the woman he 
loves. Already there is evidence that 
Miller expects Marilyn to keep her ca- 
reer on the highest level. 

Its interesting indeed to think what 
effect this will have on the sexy career 
of the blond glamour girl who has been 
built to stardom on her sensational phys- 
ical charms. 


A cultural Marilyn? 


Suppose Marilyn goes along with Arthur 
in his more “cultural” ideas for her 
future—and I firmly believe she will. 
Long before she met him she was reach- 
ing out for something more “important” 
and artistic. Remember the kidding she 
took because she said she wanted to do 
Tolstoi’s Brothers Karamazov? 

“The people who laughed at me only 
proved their own ignorance,” Marilyn once 
said to me indignantly. “To anyone who 
has read the book it is obvious that I 
am perfectly suited to play the girl 
Grushenka—not the title roles.” 

But already I can see and hear pro- 
ducers tearing their hair and howling to 
the high heavens if Miller decides to 
write her stories or even guide Marilyn 
into “arty” channels. 

There is little doubt but that he will 
have a stronger influence on the Baby 
Doll of the world than either of her 
other husbands, the by now almost for- 
gotten Jim Dougherty, now a policeman 
who married Marilyn while she was in 
her teens and he was in the Navy (and 
who had no influence at all); or her 
second husband, the beloved idol of the 
baseball world, Joe DiMaggio, still spin- 
ning from the surprise of both his mar- 
riage and divorce from the one and only 
Marilyn Monroe. END 


Marilyn can now be seen in the 20th 
Century-Fox film Bus Stop and will soon 
appear in her production of The Sleeping 
Prince, to be released by Warner Bros. 


PHOTOGRAPHERS’ CREDITS 

The photographs appearing in this issue 
are credited below, page by page: 
8—Beerman; 10—Beerman, Parry; 11—Church- 
ill; 30—U.A.; 32—Beerman; 35—-MGM; 36— 
Jack Albin, Gene Howard; 41, 42, 43—Magna, 
Wide World; 44, 45—Beerman; 46, 47——Peter 
Gowland, Parry; 48, 49—-Beerman; 50—Beer- 
man, Bruce Bailey, Albin, Larry Barbier, Jr.; 51 
—wWarner Bros.; 52—-Darlene Hammond, H. 
Armstrong Roberts; 53—Beerman, Wide World; 
54-59—Edward Quinn, Gamma; 60, 61—Key- 
stone Pictures; 62, 63—-NBC photos; 64, 65— 
Para., INP; 66, 67—-Globe; 68, 69——Globe; 70 
—Beerman, Parry; 74—Parry. 
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a little brighter. When you reach 
just the color that’s right, you stop. 

Light and Bright contains no am- 
monia. It’s formulated with a special 
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way Light and Bright makes you a 
true, natural-looking blonde again 
... with lovely shining-soft hair! And 
once this gentle home brightener 
has brought to light your real 
blondeness that mousey look is 
gone for keeps. Your new golden 
look won’t wash out, won’t fade. 
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Get a bottle today—be a blonde 
beauty tomorrow. Only $1.50 plus 
tax for Light and 
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kim’s gay adventures 


(Continued from page 59) trunk back into 
order, then returned to my room. Pow, 
crash, bang. It happened again. Called the 
steward, who in turn called the porters, 
who in turn made a great to-do with 
Operation Securing-Trunk-To-Wall. Kim 
remained hidden under  bed-covers 
throughout this fascinating engineering 
feat. When the trunk was finally lashed 
down and the stateroom cleared, Kim 
popped her head out, muttering. “Not my 
day, just not my day. Not my day at all.” 

Corny joke from me: “Guess, Kim, this 
was one of those days when you should 
NOT have stood in bed.” Kim was not 
amused. Threw a pillow at me. Missed. 
Fell asleep again. 

April 18: Choppy seas. Kim as good as 
new. Accepted invitation to run the 
“horse-racing” game in the main salon. 
The other passengers were delighted. 
When she ran the “horses” everyone won. 
Which isn’t the way it’s supposed to be. 
Just before the bank was broken the stew- 
ard intervened. Didn’t “wish to tire Miss 
Novak with so much activity,” he said! 
Kim decided to try her luck at the game. 
We are now $30 poorer. 

April 19: Ship pitching like cork. My 
former patient can’t understand why so 
many of the other passengers are confined 
to their cabins. Ran around in slacks all 
day and, because we didn’t feel like dress- 
ing for dinner, sneaked down for the early 
sitting. Kim became very excited when 
she heard the Liberté was passing us, and 
rushed over to the port-hole to see it. (I 
remained put to keep an eye on our din- 
ner.) Kim returned horribly disappointed. 
“Tt’s so small,” she protested. “I’m awfully 
glad we’re on this one.” The waiters all 
had giggling fits. Later found out why. 
Kim was duped by the oldest shipboard 
gag of all: To pass off small passing 
freighters as the elegant rival sister ships. 
This is funny???? 


Europe 


April 20: Huge sense of excitement is 
growing in us. Awoke early this morning 
with the knowledge that we’d be sighting 
land within a few hours. At 2:30 p.m. we 
docked at Plymouth to allow the English 
passengers to disembark. Kim and I were 
absolutely awed by the beauty of the roll- 
ing hills and lush greenery of the English 
country side. Only sheer will-power kept 
us from getting off the boat right there. 

But we didn’t. We couldn’t break our 
cocktail date with the Officers of the 
Bridge again. (Amen.) 

We decided to go to sleep early. We 
have to be awake at 4 a.m. to go through 
French immigration. 

April 21: We were up at 4am. Thought 
that would give us plenty of time in which 
to get ready. That’s what we thought! The 
French immigration officers will remem- 
ber Miss Kim Novak as a sleepy-eyed 
blonde, completely draped in a lavender 
blanket! Left a better impression on Cus- 
toms, since we managed to be dressed to 
the teeth for the grand exit from the ship. 
Stayed elegant only until we reached 
Normandy, where we hastily changed to 
slacks. Wanted to wash off our make-up 
too. No soap. Reminder: Keep small bar, of 
soap in purse at all times. 

In Europe less than twenty-four hours 
and already we both have fallen madly in 
love with a dashing Latin whose sense of 
humor is utterly divine: Our sixty-four- 
year-old chauffeur, Guido. A dream walk- 
ing. And our own private guide for our 
entire stay on the Continent. 

Drove from Normandy to Rouen where 
Kim had a yearning to see the fabulous 
Cathedral. Guido wouldn’t think of our 
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leaving the city, however, until he took us 
through the tower in which Joan of Arc 
was imprisoned and the market place 
where she was burned. Fascinating. 

We are now spending the night at Vichy 
—the city steeped in a tradition of high 
adventure, mineral water and the most di- 
vine beds with six-foot-high feather mat- 
tresses. Kim wonders if she could ship one 
back home. Reminder: Find out about 
shipping two feather beds home. Sampled 
much mineral water. But no high adven- 
ture tonight. We’re confined to the Inn. 
It’s raining. 


A bike race 

April 22: At the rate we're progressing, 
the Festival may be over before we ever 
reach Cannes. We’re cruising along Le 
Route Des Alpes this a.m. and found our- 
selves plunk in the middle of the famous 
Freneh motor-bike races. Something had 
to go! It was us. One hundred miles out 
of our way. Kim horribly excited by the 
beauty of the Alps and thought it most 
obliging of the weatherman to stage a pri- 
vate snowstorm just for our benefit. Head- 
ed east for a stop-over at a small French 
village. Special mission. Kim’s French 
teacher at home had arranged for her to 
meet one of the most famous heroines of 
the former French underground. Even 
though the war has been over more than 
eleven years, this woman’s identity must 
still remain a mystery and she sees very 
few people from the outside world. Guido 
parked the car on the main road and Kim 
walked the one-quarter mile remaining to 
the woman’s cottage. There she remained 
most of the afternoon. Talking, seeing the 
secret passages and trap-doors through 
which many young men of the French Re- 
sistance escaped and the monuments 
erected in the little back yard behind the 
house in memory of those less fortunate. 
Kim said little after she returned to the 
car. Even Guido’s bright conversation 
failed to penetrate her mood. She had been 
very impressed and extremely moved by 
her visit with this remarkable sixty-year- 
old woman. A quiet dinner at the Pularde 
Bressaire Napoleon in Castellane. Have a 
hunch this will be our last quiet dinner 
for some time. 

April 23: Today has been absolutely 
fabulous, fascinating, unbelievable, hectic, 
exciting, too much, etc., etc., etc. A kalei- 
descope of people, places and things. 

9 am.: Arrived in Grasse—perfume 
manufacturing capital of the world. Kim 
wanted to pick up a bottle of lavender 
scent. Was recognized by the managers 
and bottlers of the perfumery. Big fuss. A 
dozen workers followed us back to the car 
—spraying essence of lavender all the way. 
Then they proceeded to spray the entire 
inside of the car with lavender. Too much 
of a good thing is too much! So overpow- 
ered by the fragrance we couldn’t breathe. 
Kept our heads popped out of the car win- 
dows for the next half-hour. Wonder if 
Kim will still be fond of lavender after 
this! 

10:30 am.: Our car whizzed around a 
bend and suddenly before our eyes was 
the Cote D’Azure, which, according to our 
travel folder, is the place “Where the Sky 
is Always Blue.” Blue? Seemed foggy and 
gray to me. Kim so excited about finally 
arriving here she couldn’t have cared less 
about the weather. 


Something big going on 

11:15 a.m.: We approached the entrance 
of our hotel—The Carlton in Cannes. 
Guido brought the car to an abrupt halt. 
From 1,000 to 1,500 people were blocking 
our way. “Oh, Muriel,” said Kim, “some- 
thing big must be going on. We can’t go 
through the front door looking and smell- 
ing like this.” (Slacks, windblown hair, too 


much lavender scent.) Guido had an idea. 

1 p.m.: It took us nearly two hours to 
drive through the crowds and traffic in or- 
der to reach the back entrance of the ho- 
tel. When we finally got to our suite, Kim 
asked the manager what all the excitement 
out front was. Flabbergasted when he told 
her it was the natives and tourists waiting 


‘for her arrival! 


First step on my agenda was to de- 
lavenderize myself. Retreated to my bath- 
room where I noticed the shower curtains 
were drawn tight. Pulled them back and 
found seven photographers hiding in my 
bathtub!!! We stared speechlessly at one 
another for a good five minutes. Then one 
of the boys spoke up. He was obviously 
quite disappointed. “Oh, a thousand par- 
dons, Madame,” said he. “But ees theese 
not la salle de bain de Mademoiselle 
Keeem Novak?” 

“It is not,’ I replied indignantly. 

“Well then, Madame, would you be so 
kind as to show us the door of la salle de 
bain de Mademoiselle Keem Novak?” 

I showed them the door. Period! Seven 
photographers in my bathtub indeed! Is 


8 p.m.: I just don’t know how the girl 
does it. Despite the procession of photog- 
raphers, reporters, neighbors, messengers, 
studio representatives, etc., etc., etc., 
marching in and out all day, Kim man- 
aged to get bathed and dressed on time for 
the evening’s activities. She tried on four 
different dresses especially designed for 
her by Jean Louis of Columbia Pictures 
before she decided what to wear. The red 
chiffon, the lavender (definitely out), the 
black lace and the black beaded job with 
the halter neckline? Chose the black 
beaded dress. A happy choice. She left the 
hotel looking like—a gorgeous mermaid. 


French lesson 


One important item: At the hotel while 
getting dressed, Kim had decided that this 
was the perfect time in which to practice 
her French. Not to say one word in Eng- 
lish, at all. Everything went well until she 
asked for a radio for her room. 

In her best French, she asked the con- 
cierge to bring her a radio. 

“Quel dimension?” (What size?) he 
asked politely. “Grande ou petite?” (Large 
or small?) 

“N’importe” (It doesn’t matter), 
Kim, somewhat puzzled. 

Kim was told to be patient. 

Within ten minutes the concierge re- 
turned, carting a giant bucket of ice water. 

Five hours later, we are still trying to 
figure out where that translation came 
from. 

5 am.: We just returned to our suite. 
Kim is, indeed, the reigning queen here. 
At the Festival each of the thirty stars 
present were introduced to the audience. 
The event went off as planned until Kim 
came on stage. Her appearance was greet- 
ed with such wild enthusiasm that some- 
one in the wings insisted she walk back 
across the stage a second time... and 
gave her a gentle push in that direction. 
Another wild ovation. I think this would 
have gone on all night if Kim, now thor- 
oughly embarrassed, hadn’t scurried back 
to her seat. Big -party after the screening. 
Kim danced continuously until 4 a.m. with 
representatives of every country in the 
world. Don’t ask me how she managed. 
Particularly with the Latin contingent 
cutting in every other minute. Those Lat- 
ins dug her the most! “Kim demandez” 
is a chant used by vendors in Cannes to 
sell an ice cream of that name. It has now 
been adopted by nearly the entire male 
population here. I think they have a dif- 
ferent dish in mind! 

April 24: During her entire twenty- 
three years, Kim had never had a birth- 
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New! Clearasil Medication 


‘STARVES 


PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED.... hides pimples while it works 


Doctors prove this new-type greaseless medica- 
tion especially for pimples really works. In skin 
specialists’ tests on 202 patients, 9 out of every 
10 cases were cleared up or definitely improved 
while using CLEARASIL. 


3 MEDICAL ACTIONS WORK FAST 


]. PENETRATES PIMPLES . . . kera- 
tolytic action softens and dissolves 
“|infected skin tissue . . . permits 
|medication to penetrate to any 
1 lower pimple infection. 

2. ISOLATES PIMPLES . . . antiseptic 
action of this new-type medication 
stops growth of bacteria that can 
| cause and spread pimples. 

3. ‘STARVES’ PIMPLES . . . CLEAR- 
asit’s famous dry-up action 
‘starves’ pimples because it helps 
to remove the oils that pimples 
“feed” on. 


ENDS EMBARRASSMENT because skin-color hides 
pimples amazingly. Guaranteed to work for you as in 
doctors’ tests, or money back. Get CLEARASIL today; 
only 69¢ at all drug counters (economy size 98¢). 
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America’s Largest Selling 
Pimple Medication 


Quickest Way to Make *75° 


EXCLUSIVE ‘“‘GoldLuxury’’ Assortment pays 
you big 75c profit on every $1.25 box—375.00 on 
100. Make more with other Christmas EXCLU- 
SIVES:—big selection Name-Imprinted Cards; 
TALL Card, 21 in $1 box; 4-in-1 *“Simply Colos- 
sal’’ Box; Gift WRAPS BY-THE- YARD, 56 
ft. roll; sensational new Gift Novelties; over 

250 money-makers. You make highest profits 


plus EXTRA CASH BONUS. Money-back =e 
Guarantee assures you up to 20c more profit per Ke * Mz 
box.EXTRA SAMPLES AT l0c,othersurprises. /* Guaranteed by @ 
Send coupon for Free Trial samples NOW. Good Housekeeping 
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1400 State Ave., Dept. K-34, Cincinnati 14, Ohio 1 
Please send money-making kit of 5 boxes on | 
approval, FREE Personalized Samples and 
FREE offers. ] 
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Can’t Get Rid of 
Dark or Discolored Skin, 


HERE’S HELP! Mercolized Wax Cream 
7 NIGHT PLAN Lizghtens, 
Beautifies Skin While You Sleep 
Just follow the famous Mercolized Wax 
Cream 7 Night Plan toa whiter, smoother, 
lovelier skin. Smooth rich, luxurious Mer- 
eolized Wax Cream on your face or arms 
just beforeretiring each night for one week. 
You’ll begin to see results almost 
Lightensdark] at once... . lightens dark skin, 
skinand ugly | blotches, spots, freckles as if by 
reealmiet magic! This is not a cover up cos- 
spots almos!) metie; Mercolized Wax Cream 
overnight.| works UNDER the skin surface. 
———' Beautiful women have used this 
time-tested plan for over 40 years —you’ll 
love it’s fast, sure, longer lasting results! 
Mercolized Wax Cream is sold on 100% guar- 
antee or money back. Start using it now! 


MERCOLIZED WAX CREAM 
At All Drug and Cosmetic Counters 


BE A BEAUTY ADVISOR 


I Show You How 


Previous experience unnecessary. Make 
as much as $5.00 in one hour just advis- 
ing friends and neighbors on proper use of 
, famous Studio Girl Hollywood Cosmetics. 
Become an expert with only a few hours study. 
All in.ormation free. If you send name today 
1 will also send free samples—no charge now 
or at any other time. Send your name to me, 
Harry Taylor, President, at address below. 


STUDIO GIRL HOLLYWOOD COSMETICS 
DEPT. 2769, GLENDALE 4, CALIFORNIA 
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Make *50-$75-3100 EXTRA MONEY 


Start a GREETING CARD 
& GIFT SHOP at home 


Take easy orders — amazing values! 
Show friends new style Tall Christmas, 
All Occasion greeting card assortments, 
gift wrappings, novelties. Profits to 
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; New SQUARE 


$1.00 per box plus fcasHe pone Write 

today for Free Trial outfit_o eature 

PARCHMENT boxes on approval, 74 FREE Samples 

Christmas Card Personal Christmas Cards, Stationery 
Assortment 


NEW ENGLAND ART PUBLISHERS 


FREE 48 page Cetales| North Abington 923, Mass. 


Genuine large size, stu- 
dio-tone photographs of your 
favorite movie stars. Plus 
large illustrated catalog 
and bonus gift offer. 2 pic- 


FREE STUDIO PHOTO 


tures for 25¢ (to cover 
mailing and handling). 


HOLLYWOOD STUDIOS 
P.O.BOX 1278,STUDIO H-9 
NORTH HOLLYWOOD 
CALIFORNIA 


SAVE MONEY—Shop by Mail! FREE cata- 

log pictures hundreds of exclusive ma- 
ternity fashions. World’s Largest, Complete 
Selection, Dresses, Suits, Mix & Match Sep- 3 
arates, Sportswear, Girdles, Lingerie; $2.98 \} 
to $22.98. Catalog mailed in plain envelope. 


CRAWFORD’S 
Dept. 111, 8015 Wornall, Kansas City 14, Mo. 


Housework 
Easy Without 
Nagging Backache 


Nagging backache, headache, or muscular aches and 
pains may come on with over-exertion, emotional up- 
sets or day to day stress and strain. And folks who 
eat and drink unwisely sometimes suffer mild bladder 
irritation...withthatrestless, uncomfortablefeeling. 

If you are miserable and worn out because of 
these discomforts; Doan’s Pills often help by their 
pain relieving action, by their soothing effect to ease 
bladder irritation, and by their mild diuretic action 
through the kidneys—tending to increase the output 
of the 15 miles of kidney tubes. t 

So if nagging backache makes you feel dragged-out, 
miserable, with restless, sleepless nights, don’t wait, 
try Doan’s Pills, get the same happy relief millions 
have enjoyed for over 60 years. Ask for new, large, 


100 economysize and save money. Get Doan’s Pills today ! 


day, dinner or any other kind of party 
given especially for her. Tonight the main 
banquet Casino of Cannes was taken over 
for a surprise midnight supper in Kim’s 
honor. And as a special touch, everything 
had a lavender (can’t escape it) motif. 
Lavender flowers (with a perfect spray of 
lilacs sent by Elsa Maxwell from her pri- 
vate gardens), lavender candles, lavender 
table decorations—well just everything. 
Kim’s arrival at the stroke of midnight 
was heralded by a special orchestral ar- 
rangement of “Ain’t She Sweet,” with all 
of the forty guests joining in on the cho- 
rus. Kim just stood at the entrance, wide- 
eyed and bewildered, unable to believe 
all of this was just for her. Because her 
lavender formal had mysteriously (with 
the help of me, who knew about the dec- 
orations and thought Kim should dress in 
contrast to them) been misplaced, her 
gown this evening was the red chiffon. 
Lush strapless number with draped bodice, 
and two streamers floating down the back. 
Overheard one gentleman say, “Mademoi- 
selle, you are like an American Beauty 
Rose in a garden of orchids.” And she was. 
Kim was in a daze most of the evening— 
but that didn’t stop her from dancing her 
head off. Returned to the hotel at 6 a.m. 

April 26: I am now traveling with no- 
bility. Kim’s new title: “My Lady of the 
Old Mill.” Explanation: The Old Mill is 
an old and very unique restaurant just 
outside of Cannes. On special occasions 
they “knight” either distinguished or fa- 
vored patrons. Tonight the honor was 
Kim’s. 

The “knighting” took place with much 
pomp and circumstance. Two women in 
armour came over to Kim and without 
explanation of any kind, whisked her to a 
lone table in the center of the room. A 
few moments later the proprietor entered 
bearing a heavy silver medallion. Very 
solemnly he placed it around Kim’s neck. 
He kissed her on each cheek, after which 
Kim was escorted back to her table. Of 
course, she was thrilled. 

Earlier in the evening Kim ate dinner at 
the famous Chateau Madrid. Kim wasn’t 
sure which intrigued her the most: the 
grape-stamping routine of a native dancer 
—or the tremendous black hat he wore. 
“Oh, if only I had a hat like that,” she 
whispered. “I’d be contented to return 
home without buying another thing.” The 
dancer evidently overheard her, for as 
soon as his routine was finished he came 
directly to her table. “Mademoiselle,” he 
implored, “Will you do me the honor of 
accepting this as a souvenir of your visit 
to our city?” And he wouldn’t take no for 
an answer! You should see that hat!!!!! 
Too much! 

April 27: Rested all day. 


Kim and Aly Khan 


April 29: Sunday: Au revoir to Cannes. 
We have been up all night. Aly Khan 
hosted a fabulous party for forty. Kim 
attended with Ruppert Allen. Naturally, 
she danced several times with the Prince. 
Somehow I have a strange, unexplainable, 
psychic premonition that we are going to 
be hearing a great deal about a “deathless” 
romance that began last night. Reminder: 
Prepare yourself for a barrage of ques- 
tions and rumors about forementioned 
“great romance.” Try to convince friends 
back home and local press that there is no 
truth to them. (There isn’t!) Kim thought 
the Prince was a charming man, a gracious 
host and divine dancer. Period. Regret of 
the evening: We had to leave by 3:30 a.m. 
in order to get packed and ready for our 
jaunt to Italy tomorrow—ooops—this 
morning. Got back to the hotel to find five 
photographers parked outside our door. 
Asked them to go away. This was no hour 
for pictures. They refused to go away. 


wt 


Kept ringing the bell like mad. I kept tell- 
ing them that this was no hour for taking 
pictures. Three finally gave up and went 
home. At 5 a.m. we sent down for coffee. 
Opened the door to admit the waiters and 
found two exhausted but determined pho- 
tographers sprawled across the carpet. 
Kim impressed by such perseverance, in- 
vited the boys in for coffee, ran a comb 
through her hair, dabbed on some lipstick 
and posed. At 5:40 am. yet! They left at 
6:30. We finished packing and dressing. 
Kim’s traveling outfit for trip to Italy: 
Slacks, dark glasses, sweater, and her 
precious big black hat. She looks just like 


May 1: Arrived in Rome last night after 
a delightful drive through the Italian 
country-side. Guido is really in his ele- 
ment. We have been chock-filled with in- 
formation about every point of interest 
from Ventimiglia (on the Franco-Italian 
border) to Rome. After we had checked 
into the Excelsior, Kim said, “Muriel, let’s 
not make any appointments for tomorrow. 
No schedules. We'll just leave the hotel as 
early as possible and be real tourists.” 
Thought this was a grand idea. This 
morning we were out of bed and dressed 
by 8 am., loaded with energy and ready 
for our forthcoming assault on the Colos- 
seum, Caesar’s Palace and the Forum. At 
9 the phone rang. It was one of Rome’s 
foremost hairdressers. Kim had completely 
forgotten she had arranged an appoint- 
ment with him. “Oh, it will take less than 
an hour,” she rationalized. “Just need a 
lavender (again!) rinse and set. We'll still 
have plenty of time to see the city.” The 
coiffeur and equipment arrived at 9:30. 
Kim had brought a whole carton of her 
lavender rinse to Europe with her, but the 
hairdresser was horrified to learn that the 


‘rinse lasts only between washings and 


then has to be reapplied again. Now—he 
just happened to have a lavender tint that 
remained on for months. No amounts of 
washing could remove it. The lure of this 
time-saving concoction proved too much 
for Kim. She told him to proceed. I re- 
turned to my unpacking. One hour later, 
I heard a loud horrified shriek coming 
from Kim’s room. Rushed in to find our 
fair lavender-haired girl now a charcoal 
brunette. 

Jean Louis implored Kim not to worry. 
Merely an unexpected chemical reaction 
which would be easily rectified. 

Two hours later, the unexpected chemi- 
cal reaction was rectified. Kim was no 
longer a brunette. Her hair was now the 
color of wilted wheat! 

Five hours and three other unique colors 
later, her crowning glory was finally back 
to the shade it was before this whole thing 
began. It was now time for the good old 
USA lavender rinse. It was also time for 
dinner. So ended our first day in Rome. Of 
course there was still some time to see the 
Colosseum by moonlight. Only tonight 
there’s no moon. Better luck tomorrow—I 
hope. E 


Guido and Rome 


May 2: We made it. Never has there 
been a Roman holiday like the one Guido 
took us on today. Our own private Greg- 
ory Peck, he was. We visited the Colosseum 
(by sunlight), the Temple of the Vestal 
Virgins, Caesar’s Palace, the Forum and, 
of course, the Fountain of Trevi. Every- 
one must know by now that if you throw 
a coin into that fountain, you are abso- 
lutely, unconditionally guaranteed a re- 
turn trip to Rome—or your money refund- 
ed. Carried away by the movie—we each 
threw in three coins. And came very close 
to joining our loot at the bottom of the 
fountain. For Kim was recognized and the 
crowds started pressing in. Even traffic 
stopped until Guido came to the rescue 
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HOLLYWOOD LIFE STORIES 


—provides an intimate glimpse 
into the lives of the stars and in- 
cludes personal biographies of 
Audie Murphy, Elizabeth Taylor, 
William Holden, Ben Cooper, and 


others. 


SCREEN ALBUM 


—a complete catalog of Holly- 
wood's most popular stars. Excit- 
ing picture stories of Filmland's 
greats make this magazine a must 
for all film fans. 


MY STORY 


—contains 15 of the very best 
stories selected from MODERN 
ROMANCES magazine. These sto- 
ries will thrill you with their deeply 
moving true-to-life drama. 
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and spirited us safely back to the car. Next 
stop: The Spanish Steps. Guido drove us 
to the top, came around to pick us up at 
the bottom of this flower-bedecked stairs. 
Which saved a lot of wear and tear on the 
energy. No self-respecting tourist can be 
in Rome without stopping for a moment 
at Doney’s sidewalk cafe. So we stopped. 
For one minute—took a photograph to 
prove it—and then had to leave because 
of the gathering crowds. 

Lunch in the country followed. This at 
the Palazzi, which was once the home of 
the late Mussolini’s girl friend. Gorgeous. 

Busman’s Holiday Dept.: Kim wanted to 
meet Anna Magnani so we drove out to 
the studio where this great Italian star 
was working and an introduction was ar- 
ranged. Miss Magnani to Kim: “You are 
very beautiful.” Kim blushed like a 
school-girl. Passed the Colosseum again be- 
fore returning to the hotel. Still no moon- 
light. 

May 4: We were veddy veddy swank 
today. Fontanna, Rome’s most exclusive 
fashion designer, invited us to a private 
showing. Very exclusive!!! Guest list: Miss 
Kim Novak and Miss Muriel Roberts. Kim 
acted very elegant-for about five whole 
minutes. Then she sat back and sipped 
bottled Cokes, while four stunning models 
paraded before us, displaying the creme of 
Italian high fashion for Autumn, 1956. 
Like a couple of kids in a candy store we 
wanted one of each. That’s what we want- 
ed—but never underestimate the will- 
power of two girls on a clothes budget. 
Kim relaxed the will-power just a bit and 
ordered a sheath dress with matching 
duster, and two coats... both identical 
in style, but different in material and 
function. One’s for the evening, made up 
in black velvet with a white satin lining. 
The other, for sport-wear, is of beige wool, 
trimmed with darker beige jersey. Too 
much!!! Finally tore ourselves away. 


Kim meets the Count 


May 5: Madame Palacicini, the wife of a 
V.I.P. producer here, had invited Kim to 
a luncheon at her home today. Woke Kim 
at 10 a.m. “Oh, Muriel,” she moaned. “I’m 
so tired. I want to stay in bed all day. 
Can’t I get out of this somehow?” “You 
certainly cannot,’ said I. “Start dressing, 
girl.” When Kim returned to the hotel la- 
ter in the afternoon, she said, “Muriel, I 
had the most wonderful time. And I met 
the most thoroughly delightful person. His 
name is Count Mario Bandini. He’s just 
divine. I do hope Pll run into him again.” 


She didn’t have to hope for long. At 5 p.m.. 


the Count called, asking if she would be 
free to have dinner with him that night. 

Kim was glowing all over when she got 
home from her dinner date. Not only did 
she have the most enjoyable time with the 
Count, but she also had acquired another 
priceless souvenir. She admired a head of 
Bacchus (god of wine) displayed in the 
restaurant and asked about its history. 
The owner told her the story of Bacchus— 
and to make sure she wouldn’t forget it 
insisted she accept the statue as a gift. 

From Kim’s torrents of words about her 
evening, I’ve managed to sift the following 
pertinent information: 

The Count’s appearance at the luncheon 
was no happy accident. He had heard she 
was going to be there, and pulled some 
strings to get himself invited too. 

He is in his mid-thirties. 

He is a genuine Count—but unlike most 
counts he is also an astute business man. 
With his father, he runs a huge and flour- 
ishing cannery. With his income from this 
business, he has also dabbled in motion 
picture production. 

And from my own meeting with the 
Count this evening, I have come to the 
following conclusions: 
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I Trapped My Man! 


My sparkling smile won my wonderful man. 
I was ashamed to smile until a dentist told 
me how I could have a brilliant, captivating 
smile with the regular use of Iodent No. 2. 


I was amazed when ugly Smoke Smudge 
and Surface Stains disappeared after the 
first few brushings. Take a tip from a gal 
who knows . . . get a tube of Iodent No. 2 
today and you too can 
enjoy the glamour of a 
Hollywood smile. 
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Worried About Where Your Christ- 
mas Money is Coming From? If your 
answer is ‘‘yes,”” you can earn an EX- 
TRA $50.00, and more, in the next few 
weeks. All you do is show, in your spare 
time, Elmira’s breath-taking, brand new 
line of sparklingly beautiful greeting cards, 
smart personalized stationery, festive wrap- 
pings, appealing gift items, etc. No Selling 
Experience Required. Elmira cards sell them- 
selves. High quality, low price! Show them, take 
the orders, and the cash you need comes in. 


Let us prove you can fill your purse with $$$ $ 
MAIL COUPON FOR YOUR OPPORTUNITY 


Elmira Greeting Card Co., Dept. cN-500, Elmira, N.Y. 
Please send FREE personalized samples; as- 
sortments ON APPROVAL and your complete, 
proven plan for making important spare-time 
money. 
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Fund Raisers: Write the name of your organiza- 
tion below, and we'll send you free Fund Raising 
Manual packed with money-making ideas and 
samples on approval. 
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YOU’D NEVER KNOW I HAD 


SORIASIS 


As hundreds of thousands of users 
have learned, Siroil tends to re- 
move psoriasis crusts and 
scales on outer layer of skin. 
Light applications help control 
recurring lesions. Siroil doesn’t 
stain clothing or bed linens. 
Offered on two-weeks- satisfac- 
tion-or- money -refunded basis. 
23 years of successful results. 
Write for free booklet. 


*S. D. means Skin Disorder. 


SIROIL LABORATORIES, INC. 
Dept. D-39, Santa Monica, Calif. 


Please send me your free booklet on Psoriasis. 


Please Print 


SHORTHAND 'N 


Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand. 120 
words per minute. No symbols, no 
machines: uses ABC’s. Easiest to 
learn, write and transcribe. Low cost. 
For business and Civil Service. Over 
350,000 graduates. Typing available. 
33rd year. Write for FREE booklet to: 


apecadw7ill. y 
Dept. 809-6, 55 W. 42St., New York 1112 
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FALSE TEETH 


KLUTCH holds them tighter 


KLUTCH forms a comfort cushion; holds dental 
plates so much firmer and snugger that one can eat 
and talk with greater comfort and security; in 
many cases almost as well as with natural teeth. 
Klutch lessens the constant fear of a dropping, 
rocking, chafing plate. 35c and 60c at druggists 
. . . If your druggist hasn’t it, don't waste 


money on substitutes, but send us 10c and we 


will mail you a generous trial box. 
KLUTCH CO., Box 687-1, ELMIRA, N. Y. 


KILL THE HAIR ROOT 


Destroy unwanted hair PERMANENTLY. Use con- 
eniently at home. When you have read our 
instruction book carefully and learned to use 
24 the new Mahler Epilator safely and efficiently, 
hen you can remove unwanted hair FOREVER. 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE (Our 76th Year). 


NEW 
y Send 5° TODAY FOR BooKLeT Ree 
MAHLER'S, INC, Dept. 366-M PROVIDENCE 15, R. I. 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place. 

Most amazing of all — results: were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
*Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


He looks a little like George Sanders. 

He is divine. 

May 6: Count Mario rang up at noon. 
He wanted to take us on a special tour of 
his Rome. First stop: the Catacombs. Kim 
was terribly disillusioned by their mild- 
ness. “They’re not at all the way I ex- 
pected them to be,” she said. “What hap- 
pened to all the bones of the martyrs?” 
The Padre, who escorted us, explained 
that this was as far down as the tourists 
were usually permitted to go. The Count 
and the Padre then exchanged a few pri- 
vate words and our tour continued, and 
Kim really saw the Catacombs. 


The secret 


Next stop: The Stone of Truth. Legend: 
If you place your hand in the gargoyle’s 
mouth, it will be chopped off if you tell a 
lie. Mario placed Kim’s hand in its mouth 
and asked her a question. She laughed— 
but replied. She refuses to tell me either 
the question or her answer. All I know is 
both her hands are still in very good con- 
dition! 

May 7: Our last day in Rome. This 
afternoon we visited the Italian Museum, 
the Vatican and St. Peter’s. Kim, abso- 
lutely overwhelmed by Mlichaelangelo’s 
Dome, couldn’t leave St. Peter’s for hours. 
But our greatest disappointment here is 
that we have to go before it is possible to 
have an audience with the Pope. Tonight, 
Count Mario took us out to dinner at the 
Hostaria del Orso. The most fabulous res- 
taurant either of us has seen anywhere. 
There’s a floor for cocktails, one for danc- 
ing, one for dining. Kim was delighted 
that we were placed at table number three 
(her lucky number) at dinner. Methinks 
Mario had something to do with that. 
Aside from being attractive and dashing, 
he is also one of the most thoughtful and 
gracious men we've encountered in Eu- 
rope. We didn’t get home until 6 a.m. This 
gave us just enough time to pack in order 
to be ready for our journey to Venice. 
Sleep??? What is sleep?? 

May 8: Venice: Arrived 10:45 at night. 
Our room faces the Grand Canal and from 
our window we can see the entire city 
shimmering with lights. But we are not 
tempted to go exploring now. Kim dead 
on her feet. Staggered in. And so to bed. 

May 9: Something told me I shouldn’t 
have bought those pastries enroute here 
yesterday. Have been one step away from 
death all day. Mario arrived from Rome 
early this afternoon, and upon hearing 
about Kim’s dying companion hurried 


over to the hotel, bringing the contents of 


every apothecary in Venice with him. 
After I assured them that they were not 
really needed to witness my suffering and 
that I was convinced Mario’s pills would 
help me live through the night, Kim and 
Mario left for dinner and a gondola sail 
on the Grand Canal. 

May 10: From now on, it’s Doctor Mario 
Bandini. I’m feeling great. So Kim and I 
took a launch to Torchello, a tiny island 
20 minutes from Venice, for lunch. The 
owner asked if we’d care to see the up- 
stairs rooms. I have a sneaking suspicion 
that he knew we’d be unable to resist 
them. And we couldn’t. They are some- 
thing out of a fairy-tale and are furnished 
with those wonderful huge beds we fell in 
love with in Vichy. So we have decided to 
stay here for the next two days. 


Mud and mire 


May 12: Mario arrived at one and pro- 
claimed it a wonderful day for a picnic. 
The hotel packed us a fantastic basket 
lunch, (huge ham sandwiches on thick 
Italian bread, sausage, pickled peppers, 
everything)! We hired a gondola for the 
day and sailed to San Francisco of the 
Desert; a heavenly isle, inhabited solely 


by Monks. Kim spent most of the after- 
noon sketching everything in sight. On our | 
way back from picnic in the gondola, we | 
were startled to see what at first glance 
looked like a boy walking on water. Mario 
explained the lad was on a sand-bar pick- | 
ing Scampia. “Why don’t you stand out 
there, Kim?” I suggested. “It would make 
a wonderful snapshot.” Kim was all for it. 


‘She removed her shoes and stepped out of 


the gondola into a pile of thick muck and 
mire. A mess. Kim made the rest of the 
trip back—half in, half out of the gondola 
—with her legs dangling over the side of 
the boat and into the water. And mutter- 
ing: “Every day I come here. Every day I 
pick Scampia. I like the muck and the 
mire. Suuuuu-rrr-e I do! Everyday I come 
here ...” And so on. It’s a miracle we 
didn’t turn the boat over laughing. 

May 13: Goodbye to wonderful Venice. 

May 14: Geneva: Kim is in bed nursing 
an egg-sized lump on her head—the re- 
sult of an incredibly freakish accident. 
After leaving Venice yesterday, we drove 
to Milan and then to Como where we 
stopped off to do a bit of shopping. Load- 
ed with packages, Kim stepped into the 
car, and inadvertently konked herself over | 
the head with an umbrella she had bought | 
for dear Guido. Shocked by that initial | 
blow, she jumped up, and consequently 
banged her head again—this time on the 
inside roof of the car. The thud sounded 
like an earthquake. Kim was completely 
stunned. Guido burst into tears—and 


couldn’t stop crying until the doctor as- | 


sured us there was no concussion or seri- 
ous injury, and that the red lump would 
go down by the time we reached Paris. 
The ride from Como to Geneva through 
the Alps was lovely—but our hearts just 
weren't in it. 


Paris 


May 16: Paris at last. Kim’s bump is al- 
most gone, but her scalp’s still a little 
tender. First mission on our agenda was 
perfume shopping ...on the Rue de 
Rivoli. Suddenly, in the middle of the aft- 
ernoon, our reservoir of energy ran dry. | 
We returned to the hotel early. The magic 
of Paris couldn’t tempt us tonight. We had 
dinner sent up to our suite and spent the 
rest of the evening listening to the Neo- 
politan records Kim had bought in Italy. 
Mario phoned—and sent flowers. 

May 18: Our weather: Sunny and beau- 
tiful. Our condition: Still exhausted. Our 
activities: Remained in the hotel all day 
and answered mail. Mario phoned to say 
he’ll be in Paris tomorrow. 


May 19: A big day. Went shopping on 
the Left Bank this morning and bought all | 


kinds of quaint little things. Kim fell mad- 
ly in love with a painting she saw on ex- 
hibit in an outdoor “art gallery,’ but re- 
sisted. Visited the Flea market, Napoleon’s 
tomb and the Louvre. Kim duly impressed 
with the original Mona Lisa, Venus de 
Milo and Wingless Victory. But she lost 
her heart completely to a bronze statue of 
Joan of Arc which she saw on the street. 
She couldn’t tear herself away from it 
even though there was so much more to 
see, and so little time in which to see it. 
Thank heavens that statue wasn’t for sale. 
Mario arrived early and escorted us to 
dinner. Here we are in the mecca of 
French culinary art, yet we agreed upon 
sampling the wonders of a Russian restau- 
rant. But White Russian! 

May 20, Sunday. Morning: Mario picked 
Kim up early and took her for a long 
drive through les Jardins des Tuileries. 
(The Park.) 

Afternoon: Off to the races! Kim’s first 
visit to the track and her first experience 
of any kind with the Sport of Kings. Of 
kings, maybe. Not of movie actresses. 
Losses for the day—$20. 
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OPPORTUNITY MART 


’ HELP WANTED—FEMALE 
’ BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—To $5 hour demonstrating Famous 
- Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For free samples, 
details, write Studio Girl, Glendale, Calif., Dept. 1969C. 
HOME WORKERS. Make hand-made moccasins. Good pay. Experi- 
ence unnecessary. California Handicrafts, Los Angeles 46, Calif. 
| $2:00 HOURLY possible doing light assembly work at home. Ex- 
perience unnecessary. CROWN Industries, 7159A Beverly Blvd., 
Los Angeles 36, Calif. 
Sew Baby Shoes at home. No canvassing. $40.00 WEEKLY possi- 
g ble. Write: Tiny-Tot, Gallipolis 1, Ohio. . 
Fascinating work at home! No selling! 
Box 438, Pasadena, Calif. 

i BUSINESS-MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 
» PIN MONEY. EARN’ EASILY $50 - $250 Spare Time. No experi- 
ence needed. Sell exclusive ELMIRA Christmas cards, gift 
peenpines: Samples on approval. SPECIAL BONUS: FREE box 
cards, also 50% profit on first order. Hurry! ELMIRA GREETING 
C0., 251 Clinton, Elmira, N. Y. 
$35 WEEKLY ADDRESSING envelopes. Instructions $1. 
able. Adservice, Spring Valley 47, New York. 

AGENTS—SALESMEN WANTED 

| CHRISTMAS CARDS—144 exceptionally distinctive greetings, all 
with customer’s name. To attract big-volume sales, line includes 
many cards specially designed for business firms and professional 
. people. All popular subjects, wide price range. Unequalled in 

lavish treatment, unusual illustration, high-quality stock. Up to 
‘ $5 to $100 commission on each sale. Full or part time. Experi- 
ence unnecessary. Old, established firm. For complete Sample 
Kit, write PROCESS CORP., 1950 S. Troy, Dept. MF, Chicago 23, Ill. 
” CHRISTMAS CARDS! Make Big Money! Sell Name Imprinted 
"genuine Parchment “‘Personals’’ only 3c each! 600 other fast 
Selling gifts, greetings. Samples on approval. Arrow, 513)J 
4th Ave. So., Minneapolis, Minn. 

FOREIGN, U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS 

HIGH PAYING JOBS. All types. Foreign, U.S. Chance to. travel. 
Fare paid. Application forms. For information write Section 95E 

National, 1020 Broad, Newark, N. J. 
EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers. Approved 
piatenials. SOUTHERN STATES ACADEMY, Box 144-CC, Station E, 

anta, Ga. 


We pay you! Truart, 


Refund- 


MEDICAL & DENTAL SERVICE 
NEED NEW DENTURES? Save $100. Guaranteed Fit. Immediate 
, Service. Details Free. Tru-Grip Dental Laboratory, Dept. T, 
127 N. Dearborn, Chicago, III 

1 OF INTEREST TO WOMEN 

TIRED OF LOOKING for homework? HM can lead you to true 
self-employment. Guaranteed service—over 1,000 members. Write: 
" MAXWELL, Dept. T 85-8, Wooster, Ohio. 

FREE—BIG NEW WHOLESALE CATALOG! Up to 50% saving for 


t|; you, family, friends on nationally-known gifts, jewelry, toys, 


appliances. Christmas cards etc. Also make money selling part 
time! WRITE: Evergreen Studios, Box 846-Q, Chicago 42, III. 
LEARN ART METALCRAFT and jewelry making. Complete, inex- 
pensive, home training course now available. Special tools and 
materials furnished. Write for free booklet. Interstate Training 
Service, Dept. L-105, Portland 13, Oregon. 
Make Spare Time Money Preparing & mailing sales literature. 
Adams Surveys, 3513A0 Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles 26, California. 
NATIONAL FIRM NEEDS HOMEWORKERS! No Selling. Guaran- 
‘teed Pay. GENMERCO, Box 142-C, Boston 24, Massachusetts. 
MAKE MONEY CLIPPING NEWSPAPER ITEMS for Publishers! 
Write, NEWSCRAFT, CW-983 E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio. 
| $200. MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywear! No house selling! 
' Send stamped, addressed envelope. Babywear, Warsaw 2, Indiana. 
SEW our ready cut aprons at home, spare time. Easy, Profitable. 
HANKY APRONS, Ft. Smith 2, Ark. 
| PROFITABLE HOME BUSINESS — Make fast-seller chenille 
ork. 


|| monkey trees. Literature free. VELVA, Bohemia 8, New Yi 


UJ. 5. SAVINGS BONDS 
ARE 


hy Right ay 


Now it’s EASY to learn ANY INSTRUMENT—even if you 
don’t know a single note now. No boring exercises. You 
play delightful pieces RIGHT AWAY—from very first les- 
son! Properly—by note. Simple as A-B-C. You make amaz- 
ing progress—at home, in spare time, without 
teacher. Only few cents per lesson. 900,000 


STUDENTS! Sh h er 
1 ows how easy s 
| FREE BOOK to learn music this 
modern way. Write for it, No obligation; 
no salesman will call upon you. 
vu. Schoo! of Music, Studio 169, 
Port Washington, N.Y. (S8th successful year). 


Evening: Mario took Kim to a won- 
derful restaurant which features a private 
violinist for each couple there. For about 
ten minutes nary a musician showed up at 
her table. Then, as a special surprise just 
for her, all thirty came over en masse to 
serenade her. 

May 23: Our last day in Paris! Another 
picnic. Only this time it was a huge affair 
arranged by the studio. While dining at 
Maxim’s tonight, Kim was thrilled to see 
the Duke and Duchess of Windsor at an 
adjoining table. Upon leaving the restau- 
rant, Kim and Mario were ambushed by 
an eager reporter who insisted upon 
knowing what went with the two. Said 
Kim, mischievously: “Oh, you can say 
we're engaged!” 

They were both coy and didn’t answer. 
There were two enigmatic smiles instead. 

Kim rushed back to the hotel to keep a 
3 a.m. appointment with her hairdresser. 
Her spirit was willing but the rest of her 
rebelled. When she went into the bedroom 
to change into something more appropri- 
ate than a black dress, she collapsed on 
the bed and fell asleep. The coiffeur was 
very gallant about the whole thing. 


London 


May 31: Aboard the U.S.S. United 
States, Le Havre: In a few minutes two 
exhausted but happy wanderers will be 
going home. The past week in England 
was as hectic as the entire tour combined. 
Not a minute let-up. No sleep. The phone 
never stopped ringing. Everyone wanted 
to know about the “engagement.” Kim 
was kept busy every minute doing pub- 
licity on behalf of The Eddie Duchin Story. 
We didn’t think we’d ever get to see any 
of the sights, but the BBC aranged an effi- 
cient whirl-wind tour of the city for us, 
and in that way we managed to be 
whisked through Burlington Aracade, the 
Tower of London, Grosvenor Square, and 
Buckingham Palace, where we saw the 
Changing of the Guard. It was fun—but 
too frantic and too fast. Other highlights 
of our London visit: cocktails with Sir 
Laurence and Lady Olivier; a visit with 
Diana Dors, England’s top glamour girl; a 
drive past Windsor Castle while the Queen 
was in residency there. (Didn’t see the 
Queen.) 


Tired, tired, tired 


On May 29, we drove to Blackpool, 
where the World Premiére of The Eddy 
Duchin Story was being held. Kim’s re- 


ception was as sensational as the one she 


received at the Festival. A wonderful eve- 
ning. After the post-premiere party, we 
hurriedly changed our clothes for the drive 
to Southampton. We were anxious to get 
on the boat early in order to have time to 
relax before sailing. So what happens? We 
got lost. The drive—which usually takes 
six hours, took us eleven. We arrived on 
the pier, within a few seconds of the All 
Aboard signal. Tired, tired, tired. . 

June 5: New York: Miss Kim Novak 
and Miss Muriel Roberts now consider 
themselves the world champions of Mo- 
nopoly. For that’s about all we did all the 
way home. We played Monopoly in our 
cabins. And took long quiet walks along 
the deck at midnight when everyone else 
had retired. And slept. And slept. And 
slept. Mario called nightly via ship-to- 
shore-radio. He plans to come to Holly- 
wood for a visit in October. This Saturday 
we leave for home. And peace. And quiet. 
Wouldn’t it be lovely? ... 

Oh no! A telegram just arrived. It con- 
tains our schedule for a one-month long 
cross-country tour of the United States to 
plug The Eddie Duchin Story. Here we go 
again! END 

Kim can currently be seen in Columbia's 
The Eddie Duchin Story. She'll soon be 
appearing in Columbia’s Pal Joey 


You can make this and even more 
every week in your spare time, by 
showing America’s outstanding 
brands of Christmas Cards. CREST- 


CARD will send you their famous 


boxes plus almost all the other na- 
tionally advertised lines at the 
same time. SAVE POSTAGE-TIME and 
MAKE MORE MONEY THE CRESTCARD 
WAY. 


IT COSTS YOU 
NOTHING TO TRY 


Send for samples 
on approval to 


CRESTCARDS 


235 HALSEY ST. 
Dept. E 
NEWARK, N. J. 


ENLARGEMENT 


of your Favorite Phoro 


FROM FAMOUS HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS 
Just to get acquainted, we will 
make you a beautiful studio qual- 
ity 5x 7 enlargement of any snap- 
shot, photo or negative. Be sure 
to include color of hair, eyes and 
2 8 oe ang get our Bateain 

Offer for having your enlarge- 
7 PT LAANNA\N ment beautifully hand-colored in 
Limit 2 
to a customer. Please enclose 10¢ to cover cost of 
handling and mailing each enlargement. Original 
returned. We will pay $100.00 for children’s oy 
adults pictures used in our advertising. Act NOW! 


HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS, Dept. F-261 
7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Hollywood 38, Calif. 


LIPS SORE? 
= ; POCKET SIZE 
=>) 


rie 


oil and mounted in a handsome frame. 


39c 


HIGHER IN : 
CANADA ° 


A oan eee 


E EXCITING NEW COLLECTION! 
E ; ; For the first time—sensational pictures 
of your favorite movie and TV stars! 


A super-duper offer! 
i FREE Home addresses of over 165 
: stars and birthdays of 390 
with order of your favorite stars! 
Send 25¢ to 


DeLUXE PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 606 
Box 947, Church St. Annex, N.Y. 8, N.Y. 


EARN BIG STEADY PAY 


as a Practical 


LEARN AT HOME IN 12 WEEKS 
Earn to $60 a week, in good times or bad 
as a Linceln graduate with Diploma. Fas- 
space cinating work. High-school not needed. § 
Ages 16-60. Earn while learning. Doctors approve this 

simple lowest-fee course. AVERAGE LESSON-COST i 
ONLY $1.74. Send today for FREE BOOKLET. i 


LINCOLN SCHOOL OF NURSING 
.\Los Angeles 46, Calif. 


i 805 Larrabee, Dept. 89, 


Rush 16-page FREE Booklet ‘‘Careers in Nursing’”’ 


The Smpassionod, Musie-Haunted. 
Storu of Two Women in Love! 


BEYOND DESIRE — Pierre LaMure. New 
smash-hit by the author of Moxlin 
Rouge. The rapturous, music-haunted 
story of two beautiful women who loved 
Felix Mendelssohn—Maria, fiery Italian 
opera star, and Cecile, daughter of a 
village minister. “‘A hot-blooded ro- 
mance !’’—Minneapolis Tribune. 


TENDER VICTORY 
Taylor Caldwell 
Story of a young 
minister and the 
girl who stood by 
him against the 
assaults of small 
town ‘“‘respectabil- 
ity.”’ : 


THE QUEEN'S CROSS 

Lawrence Schoonover 
Thrilling love story 
of beautiful Isabella 
of Spain, with all the 
color, passion and 
intrigue of old Gra- 
nada! 


THE TONTINE — Thomas 
B. Costain’s mightiest 
story! 2 vols., 832 
pages, illus. Colorful 
novel about history's 
greatest gamble, filled 
with unusual charac- 
ters — ex-kings, ac- 
tresses, sailors, etc, 


THE GOLDEN JOURNEY § 
Agnes Turnbull. What 
happens when state 
boss James Kirkland 
“‘buys’’ a husband 
for his only daugh- 
ter, with a promise 
to make him his po- 
litical heir? New, 
exciting, different ! 


All New, Full-Size, 
Hard-Bound Books! 


GONE WITH THE WIND — Margaret Mitchell &*~ 
Scarlett O’Hara and Rhett Butler live ™ 
again in this complete new edition of ~ 
a modern American classic. 689 pages. 


Fiction 
Classic! 


AKE advantage of this 25th Anniversary celebration of 
the Dollar Book Club. Join now and receive the big- 
gest bargain ever offered to new members. Choose any 3 
of the big-value books on this page for only $1. Yes, a 
total value of up to $18.90 in publishers’ editions for $1. 


Members Save up to 75% on New Best-Sellers 
Imagine—best-seller selections costing up to $3.95 in publish- 
ers’ editions come to Club members for only $1 each! Over 
the years the biggest hits by top authors like Ernest Heming- 
way, W. Somerset Maugham, Thomas B. Costain, Daphne du 
Maurier, Frank Yerby and others, have come to members at 
this low $1 price. Occasionally, extra-value selections at $1.49 
are offered. All are full-size, hard-bound books. Other desir- 
able volumes, too, are offered at savings up to 75%! But you 

‘buy only the books you want, and you don’t have to take one 
every month. Take as few as six $1 selections a year! 


Send No Money — Just Mail the Coupon Now! 
Receive any 3 books on this page for only $1, plus a small ship- 
ping charge. Two books are your gift for joining, one is your 
first selection. Thereafter, you will receive the Club’s Bulletin, 
describing forthcoming selections. No-Risk Guarantee: If not 
delighted with your 3 introductory books, return them and 
membership will be cancelled. Send no money—just the coupon! 


DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB, GARDEN CITY, N.Y. 


SENSATIONAL 2074 YHUUCTAGAY OFFER 
FROM AMERICA’S BIGGEST BOOK CLUB! 


ANY 3 


_ OF THESE BEST-SELLERS (UP TO $18.90 VALUE) 


IN PUBLISHERS’ EDITIONS 


FOR ‘I 


when you join the Dollar Book Club and agree to take as few 
_ as 6 best-selling novels out of 24 to be offered within a year 


COLUMBIA-VIKING 
DESK ENCYCLOPE- 
DIA. 2-volume 
edition! 1,440 
pages, 1,250,000 
words, 31,000 
: articles in all 
tio: fields of knowl- 
| edge. (Counts 
as one book.) 


THE TREASURE OF 
PLEASANT VALLEY .<=— 
Frank Yerby. Ex- 
citing tale of the E 
Gold Rush and 
of a young manig 
in love with two > 

“untouchable” § 
females! ; 


ISLAND IN THE SUN 
Alec Waugh 

t Best-selling novel 

of passion, jeal- ~ 

ousy and violence 


on a sun-drenched see 
island in the West ee, 
Siow 


Indies. 440 pages. 


THE OUTLINE OF HISTORY—H. G. Wells 
New, up-to-date 2-volume edition, 1,024 
pages, 200 maps, pictures. The whole 
dramatic story of mankind from earliest 
times to our day. (Counts as one book.) 


(*5%8 


IN ORIG. 


THESE LOVERS FLED 
AWAY — Howard Spring. 
““His best novel !’’"— 
Ladies’ Home Jour- 
nal. Magnificent love 
story spanning three 
generations; vivid 
gallery of characters ! 


: | alleen | 


MAIL THIS COUPON 

Doubleday One Dollar Book Club 

Dept. 9-DMG, Garden City, New York 

Enroll me as a Dollar Book Club member. Send me 

at once as my gift books and first selection the 3 

books checked below and bill me only $1 FOR ALL 

3, plus a small shipping charge. 

© Beyond Desire (82) G The Queen’s Cross (103) 

0 Columbia- Viking Desk © Tender Victory (92) 

Encyclopedia-set (61) [ These Lovers Fled Away (85) 

(J Forbidden Area (106) © Thorndike- Barnhart 

© Golden Journey (94) Concise Dictionary (71) 

O Gone with the Wind (104) © The Tontine—Set (93) 

O Island In the Sun (36) D The Treasure of 

© Outline of History-set (62) Pleasant Valley (73) 
Also send me my first issue of The Bulletin, telling 

me about the new forthcoming one-dollar bargain 

book selections and other bargains for members. I 

may notify you in advance if I do not wish the fol- 

lowing month’s selections. I do not have to accept a 

book every month—only six a year. I pay nothing ex- 

cept $1 for each selection I accept, plus a small ship- 

ping charge (unless I choose an extra-yalue selection). 


NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted, return all 
books in 7 days, and membership will be cancelled. 


THORNDIKE -BARNHART 
CONCISE DICTIONARY 
1956 edition, 70,000 
entries, 600 pictures, 
544 pages, many new 
words, other features. 


1-VOL. ED. 


FORBIDDEN AREA—Pat 


Frank. Gripping novel 
about a Russian invasion 


of the U.S., and of a Inc . Pp $1.10 plus shipping. A 
young army officer and Doubleday Book Club (Canada), 105 Bond Street, 
Toronto 2. Offer good in U. S. and Canada only. 


his bride-to-be with only 
48 hours to live! 


MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 
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A BIG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 


respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
Souk Ie. : i WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 


ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like .. . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.”” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 


DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 


STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 


POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
5L96A Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 
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JUMPING-JACKS 


America’s Finest Fitting Shoes for Children 


Superbly designed to fit children’s feet. Made by 
superior workmen proud of their craft and its traditions. 


No wonder Jumping-Jacks are 


“America’s Finest Fitting Shoes for Children” -.. e. 


